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VESTINA*S MARTYRDOM, 



Publius lived in one of the finest and most fre- 
quented streets of Rome, almost within the shadow 
of the temple of Saturn. Opening from the streets 
was a wide and spacious courtyard, round which were 
ranged, in handsomely carved niches, statues of some 
of the principal deities, intermingled with picturesque 
vases. Among the number were Jupiter, Juno, Mars, 
Venus, Neptune, Saturn, Mercury, Apollo, Minerva, 
Flora, and the Muses. The floor of the court was a 
tesselated pavement of great beauty ; every niche was 
divided by an elegant marble pillar, on which were 
traced, in hieroglyphical characters, some legends 
connected with the god or goddess beside it. In the 
centre of the court was a white marble fountain, whose 
perfumed waters played gaily and musically through 
the livelong day, reminding one of the "gardens of 
spices and fiiyrrh." Leading out of the courtyard, to 
the right, was a marble colonnade, opening into an 
ornamental garden, planted with groves of olives, 
orange trees, and myrtles, while here and there, as if 
to relieve the eye, was a dark sombre-hued cypress 
tree. At the entrance of the house were wide folding 
doors, inlaid with cedar, constantly guarded by two 
stalwart Nubian slaves, well armed. On approaching 
the entrance the young men were ushered into a no- 
ble vestibule or hall, called the atrium, richly hung 
with velvet curtains, and so thickly carpeted that no 
footfall could be heard. From this hall each of the 
apartments on the ground-floor led out, only divided 
from it by the heavy drapery. As the students en- 
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tered, a curtain opposite was lifted by a slave, and 
Publius advanced to meet them. As they wore the 
Greek palitumf or cloak, peculiar to their nation, he 
did not at first recognise them, and greeted them 
as ordinary strangers. He was an elderly, grave, 
sedate-looking man, clad in the loose white to^a, 
ornamented with broad purple stripes called the lati- 
clave, in order to distinguish him as one sustaining 
the senatorial dignity. In every lineament and fea- 
ture you could trace the stern haughty bearing of the 
patrician Roman. His hair, once jet black, was now 
an iron-grey, and his well-proportioned frame seemed 
to tell of the influence of advancing years ; yet his 
keen dark eye flashed with intelligence and pleasure 
as he politely extended a welcome to his unlooked- 
for visitors. He was a senator holding high office 
at Nero's court, and important state business had 
called him away thus early from the festival. Telling 
the slave to inform his mistress, Perpetua, of the 
arrival of the guests, and to request her presence, 
he led Alexander and Epipodious into his own pri- 
vate apartment. 

A severely simple taste was exercised in the fur- 
nishing of this room, strictly in accordance with what 
might be expected from a Roman of studious and 
business-like habits. It was what in modern parlance 
would have been termed a library or study. On broad 
shelves were ranged some rolls, both of papyrus and 
parchment, which bore evidence of careful reading, 
while on the table were scattered tablets, many of 
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these evidently of an official nature. One or two 
were bound with a silken cord, and sealed with the 
seal of the emperor. Opposite the table, on a marble 
bracket, fixed against the side of the wall, was an 
alabaster figure of the god Jupiter, to whom Publius 
paid daily devotion. This sanctum was his altar, 
his study, and his sanctuary. No one of his family 
supposed how intently or how earnestly he offered 
worship to this deity. But veneration and worship 
are natural instincts of the human breast. Among 
the ancient pagans they found their outlet in the crea- 
tion of an almost endless mythology ; and Publius — 
haughty, stern, self-sufficient, though he was — satis- 
fied the religious cravings of his soul by adoring an 
imaginary deity. 

Introductions and explanations over, Publius said, 
"Have you witnessed the triumphal procession in 
the city to-day ? or, I suppose, as you are but just 
arrived, you are in ignorance of it." 

" No," rejoined Epipodious ; " we accidentally wit- 
nessed the spectacle ; for as we were inquiring our, 
way hither we were so thronged by the crowd, that 
we were almost compelled to accompany it, which 
we did. We saw some scenes, too, in the Amphi- 
theatre, which we would rather not have seen." 

" You allude to the combats with the lions, I pre- 
sume," replied Publius. "But the sport is a very 
popular one in Rome, and he would be a courageous 
man who would dare to say a word against it." 

" Of course, I speak as a Greek," said Alexander, 
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*' but it seems to me that these exhibitions only de- 
grade the Roman nation. I would far rather put the 
poor wretches to death by the hand of the execu- 
tioner, than by such a dreadful mode." 

" It would be far preferable," added Epipodious. 

** I would warn you, young men," rejoined Publius, 
"against expressing your opinions too freely. Had 
you given utterance to these sentiments to other ears 
than mine, rest assured that you would, in all proba- 
bility, have seen reason to regret it." 

"Ah ! Nero reigns," said Alexander, with a signifi- 
cant smile. 

"We will speak of something else," said Publius, 
with a warning gesture. " Even now you have said 
too much. Here comes my wife and children." 

While he was speaking, Perpetua, a pleasant ma- 
tronly-looking lady entered, accompanied by a young 
girl and a lad. Her manners betokened refinement 
and education, while her dress and costly ornaments 
told of high and noble rank. In her face were plainly 
discernible the various qualities of a good and noble 
nature : generosity, virtue, gentleness, and sincerity. 
She wore a kind of gown called a stola, and over this 
was flung a large white mantle called ?Lpella, trimmed 
with golden beads, and richly embroidered. Her 
raven hair was bound up with fillets, and wound in 
queenly style round her classic head, while from the 
back folds depended a long veil, as became a Roman 
matron. On her arms were massive golden bracelets, 
while glistening pearls gleamed here and there in the 

7^ 2 



l8 VESTINA'S MARTYRDOM. 

plaits of her hair. Extending her hand with a cordial 
and winning smile, she gave the young students a 
welcome. By her side stood Vestina, her daughter, a 
young girl of seventeen, whose likeness to her mother 
was very marked, although her beauty partook as yet 
of a very girlish cast. A little in the background was 
Ponticus, a noble, fiery-looking lad of fifteen. These 
two, with an infant daughter, Eudoxia, constituted 
the family of Publius. Ponticus was Publius' pride 
and hope. His ambition for his boy was a ruling 
passion, and no trouble or expense was spared to 
make him the ornament of his family. Tutors, well 
skilled in all the lore of the nations then at their 
zenith, were daily engaged in instructing the lad, and, 
in addition, he was a pupil at the school of Julius 
Beronius, who was one of the most distinguished 
scholars to be found in Rome. Well versed as Pon- 
ticus was in Greek and Roman mythology, and fami- 
liar almost from infancy with court matters, it was 
but natural that his father should anticipate the time 
when this son should succeed to the father's honours 
and dignities ; and his eyes flashed with pride as he 
presented the young Grecian students to their future 
companion in scholastic pursuits. 

Vestina was a refined, intellectual-looking girl, well 
fitted to be the social ornament of any home. She 
had been educated under her mother's supervision, 
and was familiar with the accomplishments common to 
Roman ladies at that period, and to all appearance 
she hid fair to walk in the steps of Perpetua. She was 
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outwardly faithful to the gods, but underneath those 
wavy locks, and behind those dark thoughful eyes, 
were lodged ideas and beliefs and imaginings which 
would have startled even her gentle mother, and have 
aroused up all her detestation of heresy, had she but 
dreamed of it. Vestina was a girl in years, but a woman 
in understanding. She held much intercourse with 
Felicitas, her mother's favourite slave, who even now 
attended in the background ; and from her, unknown 
to her parents, she had learnt something new and 
strange concerning the Christijin faith. For in the 
midst of Pagan Rome lived a company of hated 
and despised Christians ; but, poor and insignificant 
though they were, they were yet instrumental in 
spreading, secretly and silently, the knowledge of 
Jesus Christ 

Felicitas was slightly connected by marriage with 
a family of Christians, and in her occasional inter- 
course with them had learnt, from time to time, 
certain things respecting the new religion, which, like 
good seed, scattered though it was by the wayside, 
sprung up and bore rich fruit. Of course she was 
bound to silence, and her position in Publius' family 
rendered it highly important that she should act dis- 
creetly and wisely, so as to avoid compromising either 
herself or her employers ; but for all that she had 
managed to instil into Vestina's mind some of the 
principles of the " new religion ; " not by instruction, 
however, so much as by example and the powerful 
influence of a consistent Christian deportment ; and 
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in that day, as well as in ours, this proved ultimately 
more powerful than precept. 

Athens was the birthplace of both the young stu- 
dents. Athens, " the eye of Greece," with its refined 
and cultivated associations ; the seat of philosophic 
learning and sceptical thought There the most 
solemn problems of eternity and the life to come 
were treated, either w^ith scornful indifference, or with 
curious sceptical speculation, each alike opposed to 
that state of mind necessary for receiving truth. To 
the young strangers Athens was, of course, dearer 
than Rome ; for, although possessed of the eager curi- 
osity so naturaPto youth, they yet felt the loneliness 
of a strange land. Gladly, therefore, they accepted 
the proffered hospitality of Publius and Perpetua. 
While there was something in the sturdy old Ro- 
man to admire and fear, there was something very 
winning in the manner of Perpetua ; that nameless 
indefinable something which draws heart to heart, 
and invites confidence and love before even a word is 
uttered. This invitation was the more cordially given 
and accepted because of the slight relationship exist- 
ing between the families of Publius and Epipodious. 
A cousin of Publius had wedded a Grecian, and had 
consequently removed to Athens with her husband. 
Dwelling so far apart, there had been but little com- 
munication between the cousins, so that the two fami- 
lies were like strangers to each other. Publius still 
retained a kind of affection for his relative, but Epipo- 
dious was the first he had ever seen of her family, and 
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on this account he seemed as entirely a stranger as 
Alexander, who merely accompanied his friend and 
schoolfellow for the sake of completing his studies 
with him. 

But another group of travellers is entering Rome, 
and to them we must turn our attention. We .shall 
return to Publius' household by-and-by. 
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CHAPTER III. 

^monm fax ^mi 

A LMOST at the very time that the young students 
were talking to Publius, other and more import- 
ant personages were nearing the walls of Rome. About 
ninety or a hundred miles down the coast was the port 
of Puteoli, and there the good ship Castor and Pollux 
had been anchored for some days. It had conveyed 
thither a company of prisoners and soldiers, who had 
sailed from Melita (the modem Malta), where they 
had been compelled by stress of weather and ship- 
wreck to remain most of the winter. Having taken 
another vessel as far as Puteoli, they were completing 
their journey to Rome by land. First came a band 
of foot soldiers, whose helmets and cuirasses gleamed 
like silver in the rays of the sun, and bearing in their 
midst the Roman ensign, a glittering eagle. Next 
followed a small company of political prisoners, about 
a dozen in number, who were summoned to stand 
before the emperor on various charges. A little in 
the rear of these were two men,, engaged in low and 
earnest conversation ; . one wearing the garb of a 
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prisoner, and the other dressed in the ordinary Roman 
habit Behind these again were a small .number of 
travellers, about sixteen or seventeen, earnestly con- 
versing with another and younger prisoner. A number 
of stragglers, who seemed to claim acquaintance 
with the troops, and the baggage, finally brought up 
the rear. 

Of the foremost couple, one was small and weak in 
stature, somewhat lame and deformed, and seemingly 
past middle age, but his countenance was noble and 
prepossessing, his forehead high and intellectual, and 
his eye clear and piercing. The thin aquiline nose 
and the tightly compressed lips told of firmness and 
determination ; while the argumentative power of the 
man was revealed in the broad capacious brow. His 
tout eftsembk would convey the impression even to 
the mind of a casual observer, that he was " all soul." 
Yet he seemed to walk with difficulty and pain, and 
leaned almost gratefully upon his companion's arm. 
This companion was strong and stalwart, and in the 
prime of life ; his mental and physical capacities seemed 
well balanced, and the journey from Appii-Forum, 
now nearly fifty miles distant, had not greatly wearied 
him. He evidently regarded his companion with a 
mixture of reverence and love, supporting and cheer- 
ing him as if it were a sacred pleasure. These two 
were Paul and Marcus ; " Paul the prisoner," travelling 
to Rome, to stand before Nero ; and Marcus, the 
minister and head of the little church in Rome. 

Among the company behind them was Aristarchus, 
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Paul's fellow-prisoner, who was busily recounting all 
that had befallen them since their departure from 
Caesarea. Aristarchus* companions were evidently be- 
longing to the lower classes. Their dress and manners 
betokened their position in the social scale, and, in 
truth, they were some of the humblest and poorest 
of Marcus' flock. But then, as now oftentimes, they 
were the boldest and bravest for their faith. While 
some of the rich and noble were Christians in secret, 
these poor and despised ones had come out to meet 
and welcome the prisoners. They knew Paul most 
chiefly by means of his letter to them, which had now 
been their text-book and rule of faith for more than 
three years; and in their anxiety to see the writer, they 
had nearly all accompanied Marcusto Appii-Forumthe 
day before, the remainder of the group having joined 
the company that morning at the Three Taverns. 

We must premise that for about thirty years the 
Christian faith had been gradually spreading. It was 
now the spring of the year 63, and as fast as one 
Christian passed away from his home or the Church, 
others rose up to fill his place. Thus, in Judea, Italy, 
Greece, Asia Minor, and Spain, a large number of 
adherents to the Christian religion had sprung up, and 
large as the number was that confessed it, there were 
still more who were disciples in secret. At Puteoli 
there was a little company of followers of " the Naza- 
rene," who having known Paul when he was Saul of 
Tarsus, and suffered, some of them, relatively, from 
his persecuting zeal, curiosity was raised to its highest 
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pitch to see him, and hear his doctrine for themselves. 
On landing at Puteoli, Julius, the commander of the 
troops, gave his two Christian captives permission to 
seek out their friends. This they did, and after stay- 
ing there a week, receiving their hospitality, proceeded 
on their journey towards Rome 

Paul had been arrested at Jerusalem, on a charge of 
sedition and riot, and having been unjustly and unlaw- 
fully treated, had appealed to the emperor. By the 
indolence or injustice of the procurator, he had lan- 
guished in prison two years ; and though intimate 
friends warned him that it would be going into the 
mouth of the lion, he determined to go to Rome. The 
Christians at Puteoli, among whom were Jason and 
Sosipater, his cousins, had accompanied him a few 
miles, and then, at the command of the centurion, 
had sorrowfully bidden him " Good-bye." Nor was 
the sorrow all on their side. Paul wept too, and would 
have been overcome by his deep emotions, had not 
Aristarchus cheered and consoled him, and this con- 
solation was greatly enhanced by the accession of 
Marcus and his group of friends, who joined them at 
Appii-Forum on the second day. 

But we must now return from this digression, and 
hasten on with our narrative. They were almost within 
sight of the city : the thin blue mist that always hovers 
over a town or city appeared in the distance, with the 
rays of the setting sun gilding its hazy outline with 
purple glory. Far away stretched the eternal hills 
and the heath-covered plains, with their ever-changing 
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hues of green and brown. On and on, until the towers 
and aqueducts and arches appeared, revealing the fact 
that they were nearly at the very entrance of the im- 
perial city. 

" Ah ! there is Rome ! " cried Paul. *' How often 
have I longed to see this sight ! but manifold labours 
have prevented me. Indeed, if I mistake not, I men- 
tioned my desire in the letter which I sent you. I 
hoped to have come to you free from bonds, and at 
liberty to witness for the truth, but God has willed 
otherwise. Still, if He see fit, I shall have opportunity 
to do so, and, indeed. He hath promised me that I shall 
declare His name among you." 

"If thou art spared the Christian's doom," suggested 
Marcus. " I would not damp thy spirit, most noble 
teacher, but thou knowest that there is little mercy for 
the Christians. Claudius Caesar Nero is already begin- 
ning to manifest a persecuting spirit. He is not what 
he was in the first years of his reign." 

" I do not anticipate death now," replied Paul. "The 
Lord hath appeared to me many times. At Philippi, 
at Thessalonica, at Corinth, and at Lystra I have been 
in danger of my life, but God brought me out un- 
harmed. At Damascus, some of the baser Jews were 
intending to kill me once ; but it came to the know- 
ledge of my friends, and they let me down by the 
city wall in a basket, so that I escaped out of their 
hands. Then, again, at Jerusalem, forty of my enemies 
conspired to kill me ; but it came to the knowledge of 
my young nephew Andronicus, and the Roman soldiers 
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themselves kept me from harm by conveying me from 
the city at night So that I am persuaded that I shall 
not die for the truth now. Besides which, the night 
before that conspiracy at Jerusalem was discovered, the 
Lord Himself stood by me, in the prison, and comforted 
me in the prospect of coming to Rome/' 

" Did you see Jesus Himself ? Was it really Christ ? 
Are you sure ? or was it an illusion of the fancy ? " 
asked Marcus, an expression of solemn awe stealing 
over his face. 

" It was Christ Himself, my brother. It was just 
after the middle watch of the night, when everything 
was silent around me. I had been meditating on the 
wonderful mercy of Christ in taking me with my hands 
all stained with Stephen's blood, and making me His 
own servant by revealing Himself to me, and giving 
me a commission to preach His name. I had sung a 
hymn, and listened to the soldier walking to and fro 
before the door of my cell, and was just composing 
myself to slumber, when suddenly I seemed to feel a 
presence in the place. I knew not what it was ; but, on 
opening my eyes, a blaze of light filled the dungeon. 
It almost blinded me, as it did on the day when I was 
journeying to Damascus, and I listened for a voice. 
Then I saw an angel-like form standing by me, and 
His face was like unto the sun in his might. Bending 
on me a benignant look, he said, and I seem to hear 
the voice now, ^^ Be of good cheery Paul ; for as thou 
hast testified of me at Jerusalem^ so must thou also bear 
witness at Rome^ Ah 1 my brother, that voice dispelled 
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my fears, and made me brave, even unto martyrdom. 
Then, after another kind and loving look, the vision 
vanished ; but when it left me I was almost in doubt 
whether I was in the body or not.*' 

Marcus was silent. This vision of the Lord had 
covered his soul with awe and fear. Presently Paul 
said, " How is the church of God prospering among 
you ? Is the word of God abounding and multiplying 
in Rome ? " 

" I cannot give a very encouraging account of our 
number," replied Marcus. " We are few and feeble, 
but I have reason to know that our visible church does 
not include all who love and serve Jesus Christ. Your 
letter to us has been circulated and copied, as well as 
studied, and I know certainly that many noble Roman 
ladies and senators have portions of it by them, copied 
in their leisure hours. These copies are prized greatly ; 
and many who attend at the court, and are even em- 
ployed in the highest offices of the empire, are friendly 
to us, and preserve us as far as possible from molesta- 
tion. So that we have every reason to think that the 
number of secret disciples is far greater than the pro- 
fessed ones." 

" It may be so, but I cannot see how a man can be 
converted to the love of the truth, Marcus, and yet 
fear to acknowledge his Lord. There is a fearful say- 
ing of our Lord, recorded •by our brother Matthew in 
his Gospel, and indeed he himself repeated it to me. It 
runs thus, and I always think of it when P see a timid 
or shrinking disciple : ' Whoso shz^U be ashamed of me 
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and my words, of him shall the Son of man be ashamed, 
when He cometh to judge the world with all His holy- 
angels. But whoso shall confess me before men, him 
will I confess before my Father who is in heaven/ 
And seeing we know not when the Lord shall come, — 
it is possible that He may come again to-night, Marcus, 
think of that ! — seeing, I say, that He may come again 
soon and suddenly, we should see to it that we do not 
seem to deny Him." 

Marcus was silent again. His thoughts ran back 
to the time when he first began to listen to the new 
faith. Then, while yet young and weak, honour and 
promotion were offered him in Caesar's household, 
and for the sake of the coveted post he denied his 
faith. But conscience was too faithful. Roman ido- 
latry and Roman superstition could not furnish him 
with a hope beyond the grave, neither could the 
cheerless doctrines of the philosophers ; so, after 
wandering for some months on the dark mountains of 
doubt and misery, he resigned his appointment, and 
cast in his lot with the Christians. Thenceforward 
he found peace, and possessing a small patrimony 
sufficient^ for his support, he devoted himself, at the 
request of the disciples, to the instruction and care of 
the little church. All this, and much more, passed 
through his mind, as he listened to the new and 
startling words of Jesus Christ. 

"And is Phebe well.?" inquired Paul. "She is 
indeed a venerable Christian. Do you meet at her 
house for worship ? " 
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"We do occasionally," replied Marcus, "but more 
often in the vaults and caverns underneath the city. 
We have a secret entrance known only to ourselves, 
and in unfrequented portions of the caverns we can 
worship God safely. Phebe our sister is indeed sound 
in the faith ; we look up to her greatly. Your letter 
is generally kept at her house, and she herself is one 
of our firmest saints. Epaphras, whom you must 
recollect well, is in bonds, but desires his love to 
you. He is anticipating your coming with much 
gladness." 

" And I also wish to see him. He was a faithful 
preacher of the Gospel at Colosse, and very dear to 
me because of that. Indeed, all who love Christ are 
dear to me, whether they be Jews or Greeks, Romans 
or Cretans ; I love all who love Christ. And there 
are some of my kindred who — as I have found since 
I came to Puteoli — are now Christians. Jason and 
Sosipater, two of my own cousins, are now numbered 
among the disciples there. I cannot tell thee how 
much I felt to think that they were one in Christ 
with me, for they are the sons of my mother's own 
sister; we studied together in the school of Gamaliel, 
and were partakers of our athletic games, so that they 
seemed to me as my own brothers. And that other 
young man of whom I spake, Andronicus, who 
discovered the plot at Jerusalem, — I think that in his 
mind there is some good thing towards God. He 
spoke of coming to Rome soon, so that I may yet see 
him a believer." 
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They were now under the walls of Rome. Julius 
separated the two prisoners from their friends, and 
placing them under the care of a quaternion of sol- 
diers, the cavalcade disposed itself in strict marching 
order. Then, passing through the Porta Appia, they 
entered the city. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

" Ring, holy bell, to the Sabbath air, 
Come to prayer, come to prayer. " 

TI) EYOND the Tiber was a quarter of the city which 
on this night lay buried in silence and solemnity. 
If you had passed through the streets, you would have L 
seen every shop closed, and every "fora vena/ia" or 
market-place, deserted ; for it was the Sabbath-eve. 
" The Trastevere," as it was termed, was inhabited by 
Jews ; and as they dwelt in Rome almost on sufferance, 
they were driven into the worst and darkest quarter of 
the city. In Judaism there was always something 
very objectionable to the Roman Government. The 
expectation of a Messiah or King, which was a princi- 
pal element in the Jewish faith, rendered those who 
held it liable to be regarded with distrust and suspicion, 
as being disaffected to the emperor. For this reason, 
the Jews dwelling in Rome were looked upon almost 
as outcasts and foes by their Gentile neighbours, 
and despised and trodden down by every petty ruler. 
Under these unfavourable circumstances, the Jews 
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gradually degenerated in morals and character, until 
they were counted the offscouring of the city, and in- 
deed well deserved their evil name. Being devoted to 
the meanest forms of commerce, and amassing money 
by any and every unscrupulous artifice, they became 
by slow degrees rough and rude in manners, loose in 
principle, and debased in conduct ; in fact, at the time of 
which we are writing, they composed the vulgar rabble 
of Rome. To dwell in the Trastevere was to be account- 
ed among the scum and offscouring of the inhabitants, 
to be denied the respect due to citizenship, and to live 
in constant danger of injustice and spoliation. .Still 
they had a certain amount of legal protection and 
freedom, and could obtain citizenship by purchase. 
They seemed, as it were, a community shut out from 
the rest of the city, and pursued their various callings, 
such as dyeing, money-lending, and bartering, with 
the avidity natural to unrefined, grasping, uneducated 
minds. 

Still there were some among these degraded outcasts 
who deserved esteem and respect, some families who 
still retained their primitive purity, uprightness, and 
conscientiousness of character. Among these were 
the family of Ephraim. Although by trade a usurer, 
and addicted somewhat to the love of. gain, Ephraim 
was in all respects a strict upright Jew. He ruled his 
household after the patriarchal pattern, being at once 
its head and priest. As a man of rectitude and in- 
tegrity, he was looked up to by acquaintances and 
neighbours as a zealous God-fearing man. His wife, 
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Ruth, was a quiet gentle woman, very reserved and 
sedate, but possessing one of those thoughtful natures 
that seem to make such people walk almost in silence 
and loneliness through life, for want of due apprecia- 
tion. She was a zealous and sincere Jewess, believing 
that in the coming of that Messiah so long looked for, 
but so long tarrying, lay the hope of her people. Like 
Sarah, her great predecessor, whose example she 
endeavoured to imitate, she obeyed her husband in 
everything, and strove to instil the same feelings into 
the mind of her daughter. This daughter, the only 
other member of the family, was a thoughtful, dark- 
eyed girl, about eighteen. To her father she was only 
a girl, and he treated her as such, betraying in his very 
strictness of manner his love and anxiety for her ; but 
to her mother she was sole friend, confidante, and 
companion. Ruth's tales and legends of Palestine, from 
whence they had emigrated some twelve or fourteen 
years previously, were listened to with avidity by 
her daughter, and laid up in her memory, until the 
land of her fathers seemed the only land to be desired 
on the face of the whole earth. While partaking of 
the gravity and intelligence of her mother, she re- 
sembled her father in strict uprightness and firmness 
of principle, and bade fair even to outshine her mother 
as an obedient daughter of the Jewish faith. 

But, as we said, it was the Sabbath-eve. The mor- 
row was the seventh day, and all business in the Jews, 
quarter was suspended. It was nearly six o'clock, and 
in every family the Sabbath-lamp was being lighted 
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preparatory to commencing the devout exercises 
enjoined them at that season. Amid all their de- 
pravity and degeneracy, the Jews had preserved some 
relics of their ancient faith, and, as far as customs and 
rites were concerned, followed in the steps of their 
forefathers. Ephraim had just finished putting his 
shop in order, and closing it, when Ruth turned to her 
daughter, and in her quiet gentle voice said,-^ 

" Zillah, my daughter, it is time for you to prepare 
the Sabbath-lamp. It is nearly sunset, and the Sab- 
bath will commence. 

" Yes, mother, I will do it immediately. I was only 
waiting for my father to come, and you know Demas 
engaged to keep the Sabbath at our house this week. 
But the time is nearly gone, and my father must be 
detained, or he would be here. He knows I like to 
light our lamp in his presence." 

So saying, she proceeded to trim and arrange a 
small lamp, which was intended to bum for twenty- 
four hours, or during the whole Sabbath. The vessel 
of the lamp was made of alabaster, curiously wrought 
and carved, and appeared tOs be very costly. This 
duty always fell to her lot, it being customary for the 
Jewish women to perform it in every household, in 
memory of Eve's disobedience. Just as she was plac- 
ing it on a small table in a recess, Ephraim entered. 
He came alone, however, and in answer to Zillah's 
inquiring look, said, — 

" I am alone, my daughter. Demas is unavoidably 
absent, but will be here soon, I hope, if all be well." 
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" I hope nothing serious has detained him," said 
Ruth, somewhat anxiously. "They tell me that Paul, 
who has left the faith of his fathers, and is now labour- 
ing to destroy it, is in Rome. Demas mentioned to 
me that he knew that this Paul wanted to see his 
countrymen. If he is gone there, he is treading upon 
dangerous ground." 

" He said something about going to hear what the 
prisoner had to say, and invited me to go," replied 
Ephraim, " but I can have nothing whatever to do 
with one who has proved himself an apostate and 
traitor to the faith. I told Demas so, and warned 
him against any intercourse with such an one ; but as 
he said he should be accompanied by the Rabbi 
Johannan, I felt more easy about him. However, I 
think they will not go to see Paul until after the 
Sabbath. He will be here soon ; meanwhile let us 
proceed to our duties." 

So saying, Ephraim devoutly began to pare his 
nails, according to the requirements of the rabbinical 
law, while Ruth set upon the table the Sabbath feast. 
Scarcely was this ceremony completed, when the door 
opened, and a fine stalwart-looking young Jew entered, 
making a respectful salutation as he did so. This was 
Demas, the betrothed lover of Zillah, who, having no 
household of his own, had been accustomed lately to 
keep the Sabbath with the family of Ephraim. 

Advancing to the table, they all took their places, 
when Ephraim, looking towards the lighted lamp, 
repeated the customary blessing, and the Sabbath 
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devotions were formally commenced. The young 
man, as well as his intended father-in-law, wore broad 
phylacteries bound upon their foreheads, which distin- 
guished them as devout and pious Jews. After par- 
taking of the feast, Ephraim repeated several prayers 
and portions of the Psalms ; and finally pronouncing 
a blessing on all who were worshipping with him> 
announced that the Sabbath-eve devotions were at an 
end. 

Ephraim, however, with his wife, as became their 
age and piety, esteemed every remaining moment as 
too holy to be squandered. Taking up a roll contain- 
ing portions of the Talmud, they studied it devoutly 
for some time ; and Ruth was none the less serious 
as she perused a roll of rabbinical expositions. Mean- 
while, human nature and human love being the same 
in every age, Demas had engaged Zillah in quiet con- 
versation at the far end of the room. 

"Were you detained, Demas, this evening ?" in- 
quired Zillah. " My father said something about one 
Paul being in the city. Do you know anything of 
him ? " 

''I was detained, Zillah, and I intended to tell you 
about it I was hearing something of this Paul, and 
felt quite interested in the account You know Isaac 
the rabbi ? I was talking to him. He is, I believe, as 
sound in our faith as any, but still of a more inquiring 
mind and liberal disposition than some. Well, he and 
one or two others sought and obtained access to Paul 
last evening. I believe he has not been in Rome above 
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two or three days. However, it seems that immediately 
he was settled in his house he sent for our rabbis and 
elders to come and hear what he had to say about this 
new religion. So it seems that a few went, and Isaac 
among them. Of course, Paul is under the charge of 
a Roman soldier, but that does not hinder him from 
speaking out his mind ; and, indeed, after telling the 
story of his sufferings and imprisonment, he actually 
preached the gospel of the Nazarene impostor, Jesus 
Christ. You know this was rank blasphemy, but 
there was no stopping the fellow s mouth, so Rabbi 
Isaac had to let him have his own way for a time." 

" Ah ! Rabbi Isaac would be sure to convince him 
of his errors. I have been told that he is a very learned 
man. My parents hold him in high esteem." 

*' So do I, but he confessed to me this afternoon that 
he was fairly beaten in argument You see, we look 
for a Messiah who sAall come ; these Christians main- 
tain that He has come. More than that, this prisoner 
— Paul, I mean — says that in crucifying Him, the Jew- 
ish nation crucified their Lord and Saviour, and that 
His blood will be avenged on us and our children." 

" Oh, what fearful blasphemy, Demas ! I shudder 
to listen to it ! Are you not almost afraid to repeat 
it ? But I suppose he is some ignorant fanatical en- 
thusiast, and in his misguided zeal thinks he is doing 
God service." 

" No, he is not ignorant," replied Demas ; ** on the 
contrary, he is one of the most educated men of our 
nation. You have heard your father speak of Gama- 
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liel, the celebrated teacher ? Well, then, Paul was one 
of his cleverest scholars. His name was Saul at that 
time, but ever since he embraced this new heresy he 
has been called Paul. These Christians, I believe, 
have a ceremony of baptism — as they name it, and 
generally give their converts new names. So Paul is 
his new name." 

" O Demas, we seem to be living in strange times: 
our own land is taken from our possession, and we our- 
selves strangers and outcasts everywhere. My mother 
has often told me about the beauty and glory of Jeru- 
salem, and I know she would like to end her days 
there ; but it seems as if we are to be oppressed and 
trodden down always." 

" Not always, my daughter," said Ruth, who hap- 
pened to pass close by the young couple, just as the 
last words were spoken — Zillah, in her youthful enthu- 
siasm, forgetting that her conversation was intended 
for one ear alone — " not always, my daughter. We 
are God's- chosen people, and when our Messiah comes, 
as come He surely will, we shall be acknowledged as . 
His own favourite nation." 

" But," said Demas, resuming the conversation, as 
Ruth returned to her own seat, '* this Paul says that 
we have rejected the true Messiah, and that this 
Jesus Christ, the carpenter's son, was really the Son of 
God. He says that those beautiful prophecies of 
Isaiah are all fulfilled in Him, and that we have cruci- 
fied in Him the Lord of life and glory. Rabbi Isaac 
knows the Scriptures as well as any man, and he says 
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he argued with him until he was weary, but all to no 
purpose. Paul cannot be persuaded that Jesus is not 
the Messiah." 

" Ah, he is given over to hardness of heart, doubt- 
less," said Zillah. " O Demas," she added, her dark 
eyes glistening with emotion, " let us see to it that we 
do not forsake the God of our fathers." 

" Fear not for me, my Zillah," returned the young 
man ; " while I have you for my good angel, I shall 
never depart from the faith," and he bent a look of 
loving pride upon his betrothed. 

" But," he said, a few minutes later, " he tells a 
strange story about God appearing to him. Accord- 
ing to his own account, he was a zealous Pharisee, and 
thought as we do at one time, but hated the Christians 
so much, that he helped to stone one or two of their 
number. Then, besides this, he constantly informed 
against them, and got some of his own acquaintances 
even thrown into prison, because they professed to 
believe this Jesus. Well, one day it seems he was 
going to Damascus — which is, I believe, a large city — 
and was intending to take some Christians there, and 
put them in prison, when suddenly a bright light ap- 
peared and struck him and his companions to the 
ground. He says, too, that the Lord appeared to him, 
and asked him* why he persecuted Him. Paul says 
that the Lord referred to his persecution of the Chris- 
tians. However that may be, he was struck blind, and 
remained so for three days, and then another of these 
Christians baptized him, and gave him his sight. Then 
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it appears that Paul was sent to preach this gospel of 
Jesus everywhere, and he is now in prison for doing 



so." 



It is a strange history, Demas," said the startled 
girl. " Did the rabbi tell you all this ? " 

" He did, Zillah ; and look you," said the youth, 
bending closer, " when I heard all this, I determined 
to go and hear him for myself. Now I tell you this as 
a secret. I could not tell your father, for I cannot risk 
losing you by offending him. On leaving Rabbi 
Isaac, unknown to any one, I went to Paul's house, 
and heard his story." 

" Does Rabbi Isaac know that you went } " inquired 
the girl, tremblingly. '* If he does, my father will soon 
hear it." » 

"No, no," replied Demas. "I was too wary and 
cautious even to hint that I intended going to see 
Paul. Indeed, I came here direfct from PauFs house, and 
had I not made good speed, I should not have arrived 
here in time to partake of your feast." 

" My father thinks you were detained on business, 
I know," said Zillah. " He would never have suspected 
this. He told my mother that you" would go with 
Rabbi Johannan, and seemed to think you could be 
safely trusted with him." 

" I shall not go with the good rabbi now," replied 
Demas, ** lest I should be found out. If I go to see 
the prisoner again, I shall go alone. Look here ! " and 
he bent cautiously round as he spoke, to be sure that 
neither Ephraim nor Ruth were observing him. " Look 
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here ! " opening his outer robe, " I have a manuscript 
which he gave me, and I mean to read it too. I hope 
I can be trusted to do that" 

Zillah held up her hands in a deprecating attitude, 
and seemed horror-stricken at her companion's hardi- 
hood. Apostacy and excommunication seemed loom- 
ing in the future, and nothing but regard for Demas 
restrained her from almost shrieking out. 

" Hush ! Zillah," he said. " I am as truly a Jew as 
you are, and intend to remain so. Still, if you had 
heard from Paul's lips what I have, I think you would 
see with me that it is our duty to examine into the 
truth of what he asserts. This roll seems to be a life 
of Jesus, and when I have perused it I will lend it to 
you ; of course you will read it secretly, and, after all, 
we can but burn it out of our way. I can but admire 
him for speaking the truth so fearlessly as he does. 
He flatters not the Roman any more than the Jew, and 
proclaims that this new gospel is sent both to Gen- 
tile and to Jew. So I shall trust you to keep my 
secret, Zillah." 
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CHAPTER V. 

*• There is a secret in the ways of God 
With His own children, which none others know, 
Which sweetens all their lives. 

A T no great distance from Publius* house, at the 
end of the Janus Summt^s, and almost under the 
shadow of the temple of JanuSy lived Hortensia and 
Honoria, two elderly ladies, twins, and sisters to Pub- 
lius. They lived a retired life, being stricken in years, 
and both widows having lost their husbands in the 
Macedonian war. Hortensia lost her husband sooner 
than her sister, and had no children — indeed, she had 
been wedded only a few months when news came 
from Macedonia that she was a bereaved widow. 
Thenceforward she resolved to live in retirement and 
solitude, mourning for the partner of her youth, when 
Honoria generously and thoughtfully insisted on her 
coming to reside with her. Honoria's husband, Emi- 
lias, was absent in the war, but she had one little 
child, a boy, named Philip, who was the joy and 
employment of her lonely hours. This child, by his 
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little winning ways and childish artifices, succeeded 
in banishing, to a great extent, Hortensia's bitter 
grief ; and ultimately the wild tumultuous frenzy of 
her first sorrow became changed into a spirit of quiet 
depression. Scarcely had two years rolled by when 
the news arrived that Honoria's husband was also 
killed. Emilius was a brave general, and had served 
his emperor well, both in battle and in counsel ; but 
having led on an unsuccessful attack against the 
enemy, had fallen a victim to his own bravery. The 
little Philip could only comprehend faintly and indis- 
tinctly, in his childish way, the extent of his be- 
reavement ; but Honoria refused to be comforted. 
Publius did his best to succour and comfort his 
bereaved sisters, — for Hortensia renewed her own 
grief in her sister's sorrow, — and promised to act a 
father's part by the little orphan. After this stroke 
the two sisters agreed still to remain together, and 
taking a house in a quiet retired part of the city, re- 
duced their retinue, and lived in an unostentatious 
simple manner. Here the even tenor of their lives 
went on from day to day for many years, while Philip 
grew up to youth and manhood. On arriving at a 
suitable age, his uncle procured him an appointment 
in the Roman army, in consequence of which he was 
rarely at home, having seen much service in Britain, 
and going from thence almost immediately into Judea. 
Philip was now in the prime of manhood, and known 
as a brave soldier ; but Honoria and Hortensia were 
greyhaired and feeble. Sorrow had rendered them 



HIDDEN FAITH. 



45 



very gentle and sedate ; it had exercised its purifying 
and refining influence upon them, until the old ladies 
became endeared to all who knew them by their 
thoughtful kindness and tenderness of manner. They 
believed, with the Roman faith, that they should one 
day rejoin Emilius and Marius in the regions of the 
happy, and the thought of this cheered their solitude, 
and brightened their lot. 

But somehow the knowledge of Jesus found its way 
into their hearts. The disciples of "the Nazarene" 
had multiplied in Rome as well as in Asia, and some 
stray disciple had brought the truth to them. At the 
time we are writing of, they were united with the little 
church of which Marcus was the head, and had been 
for many years humble disciples of Jesus, although 
secretly, for fear of compromising the family of Pub- 
lius. They scarcely ever met in the secret assemblies 
of the Christians, being quite too feeble to venture 
far from their own residence ; there being a difference 
of some twelve or fifteen years in their ages and that 
of Publius. As we said, the religion of Jesus had 
found its way into their hearts, and sore and wounded 
as those hearts were, they had received the knowledge 
of the truth gladly. There is something in the Chris- 
tian religion eminently calculated to soothe and com- 
fort the mourner : its healing balm has been proved 
over and over again to be the only true cure for human 
woes ; and so these sisters found it. But at the time 
they embraced it, although persecution was not so 
active, still the contempt and bitter hatred manifested 
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toward all who professed to follow Jesus Christ, were 
sufficient to induce them to keep their newly found 
faith a secret. We will not discuss the propriety of 
this course of conduct. They were secluded from the 
world, and mixed but very little among society of 
their own rank ; they could not have professed Chris- 
tianity without compromising their relatives to a great 
extent, and perhaps thinking discretion better than 
open profession, they refrained from acknowledging 
themselves as Christians publicly. Still, the poor of 
Rome, especially such as were of " the household of 
faith," had true and steadfast friends in the two ladies, 
and many poor needy Christians had reason to bless 
the unknown friends who so abundantly ministered to 
their wants. Marcus was generally the almoner of their 
bounty, and the. channel of their communication with 
the Christian world of Rome. He was a constant 
visitor at their house, but being closely allied to some 
distinguished and noble families, his visits were only 
regarded as a mark of respect from one in their own 
rank. He was not himself publicly known and recog- 
nised among the citizens as a Christian minister, other- 
wise his visits to the household would have created 
some awkward suspicions ; and if a member of his 
flock saw him going there, that member would have 
deemed himself a traitor and an enemy to have men- 
tioned it. Such was the state of the infant church 
at Rome, that secrecy and silence were indispensably 
necessary to the safety of each individual member. 
It was late in the afternoon of the same day that 
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Demas visited Paul, when a chariot rolled up to their 
house, containing a young female dressed in pure 
white. Her charioteer assisted her out, while her 
attendant sought admittance for her mistress into the 
mansion. It was Vestina, the daughter of Publius, 
who, being a special favourite of the old ladies, was a 
frequent visitor there. Her inquiring young mind had, 
almost unconsciously, received many helps Godward 
and Christward, in her intercourse with her aunts, 
although it was a secret as yet to her that her relatives 
had embraced the Christian faith. As we intimated 
in a former chapter, Vestina had learnt from her 
mother's slave something of the "new heresy," and 
had believed enough of it to unsettle her faith in the 
ancient deities ; in fact, she was in a transition state, 
and while the foundations of her faith in gods and 
goddesses were being gradually undermined, she only 
knew enough of the One God to resemble the state 
of one of old who saw men " as trees walking.'* As 
her name implied, she was specially devoted to the 
worship of the goddess Vesta, though not a " vestal 
virgin," and her parents expected her to comply with 
their wishes in this respect. This evening was an 
important one at the temple of Vesta : all the daugh- 
ters of Rome's most aristocratic houses' would pay 
their devotions at the famous shrine, and Vestina had 
come on to her aunts to spend an hour or two in their 
company, previous to being escorted to the temple. 

" Why, Aunt Honoria," said Vestina, as she saluted 
her affectionately, " you would rarely ever see me if 
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I did not visit you. You keep yourselves so secluded 
that it seems to me weeks since you came to our 
house. My parents desire their kind greetings to you 
and Aunt Hortensia, and wish me to await the coming 
of my father, who will come for me here, and take 
me to the temple service." 

" Are you going there this evening ?" inquired both 
the ladies. 

" Yes ; it is a festal celebration this evening, so you 
see I am ready for it. But what do you think, aunts .'^ 
When Felicitas was waiting on me, she said some- 
thing about a pure white robe being typical of the 
* robe of righteousness.* What could she mean ? I 
know she scoffs at the worship of Vesta ; my mother 
charged her with disrespect to the gods, and reproved 
her, but I could see that Felicitas was not convinced. 
Do you think that she is really a follower of Jesus 
Christ .? " 

" We may not say," said Hortensia. " It is difficult 
for us to decide. Felicitas may or may not be a 
Christian." 
" But, Aunt Hortensia, you know how the Christians 
despise our religion and our gods ; and as Felicitas 
does this, I do think she is one. Indeed, she has 
taught me some things about this Jesus Christ that 
she prays to. I went into her room this morning, 
and came unexpectedly upon her as she was praying. 
She seemed very much confused, but confessed to me 
afterwards that she had done it very often before." 

" Do you not pray to your goddess ? " said Honoria. 
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" Yes, aunt, I do ; but I am beginning to think that 
we Romans may be wrong, after all. We are not 
certain that ours is the best religion. Do you wor- 
ship our gods ? Of course you do ;' but still it seems 
to me that I have never heard you speak of Jupiter 
and Saturn in the way that my parents speak of 
them." 

"We do worship a God, Vestina, a different one 
from yours." 

" Is your god the Christian's God, aunts } " 

A silence fell on all three. The aged couple were 
almost astonished at their own bravery in daring to 
confess their faith, and Vestina was equally astonished 
to find that her aunts — so universally respected, and 
possibly also universally esteemed genuine followers 
of the Roman mythology — were, and had .been, 
holding quite a different belief ; in fact, the despised 
belief of the Christians. It was something startling 
to her ; but, startling as it was, she did not seem very 
sorry for it. 

" And in what is your belief different from ours } 
mine, for instance, aunt } " asked Vestina. " You will 
not be angry with me for inquiring, will you } " 

" Angry ! oh, no, my dear child," replied Horten- 
sia ; " we are only too glad to answer your inquiries. 
But first you must promise us secrecy. You know as 
well as we can tell you how the God of the Christians 
is despised and blasphemed in Rome, and His follow- 
ers are subject to contempt and possible persecution. 
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Consequently we never allude to our faith if we can 
avoid it. Your parents do not even suspect us, and 
we should much wish you to keep our secret for us, 
at least, as far as you can do so without sacrificing 
truth." 

" You may depend upon me, dear aunts. I have 
never repeated anything that Felicitas has told me, 
though I have known her to be a Christian for some 
time. And knowing what I do about the esteem in 
which the Christians are held, I would never expose 
those whom I love so dearly to disgrace and punish- 
ment, through any incautious remarks of mine." 

" We do depend on you, Vestina," said Hortensia ; 
" and to show our confidence, I will tell you how we 
learnt about Christ. It must be now more than thirty 
years ago that I had a tiring-maid, who, as I soon 
found, was a believer in Christ. It was soon after the 
death of my beloved Marius, and I well remember that 
Priscia — that was her name — ^wished I could see and 
hear one Jesus, who, she said, comforted and succoured 
all mourners. I asked her about Him, for in my agony 
of grief I felt that any comfort, human or divine, was 
worth seeking for; and she told me that He was liv- 
ing in Judea ; that He healed the sick, gave sight to the 
blind, fed the hungry, cured the lame, raised the dead, 
and wrought many wonderful works. I remember 
thinking how thankful and grateful I should be if I 
could but see Him, and induce Him to restore life to my 
much-beloved husband ; but this was impossible. Pris- 
cia, however, told me of His love and gentleness and 
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goodness, and said further that He was the Son of God, 
dwelling among men in the likeness of a man. This, 
as you may suppose, was a strange doctrine to me, but 
I was so filled with sorrow, that I scarcely stayed to 
question it. She also said that some ancient prophets 
among the Jews had foretold His coming, and had an- 
nounced Him as a Saviour who should save the people 
from sin. Of course, all this was very strange to me, 
for I had been accustomed to worship at the shrines of 
our gods, and deemed our mythol<5gy far above every 
other system of religion. Still, I did not forbid her 
talking about Jesus Christ, for it seemed to me that 
she loved and revered His name. However, as time 
went on, changes took place in my household, and on 
coming to reside with my sister, Priscia left me. She * 
remained in Rome a year or two afterwards, but I 
ultimately lost all traces of her. It must be now more 
than twenty-five years since I heard any tidings of 
her." 

" But was this all the knowledge you had of the 
Christian faith .? " asked Vestina. " Did you begin to 
love a God about whom you knew so little, at 
once } " 

" No, Vestina," replied Hortensia. " I still remained 
in the dark, and worshipped Minerva, along with my 
sister. But, many years after, we received a vellum 
manuscript, accompanied by an epistle from the giver, 
begging our acceptance of *the precious gift,* as it 
was termed ; and stating that if we read it aright, it 
would make us wise for heaven. So we read it — 
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Honoria and I ; and the more we read, the more we 
were convinced that Jesus was the only true God, and 
that He alone has power to forgive sins. We knew not 
the sender of the manuscript ; but we soon learnt to 
prize it, for it was a life of the very same Jesus Christ 
that Priscia had told me about so many years before. 
This manuscript is the Gospel of Matthew, who was 
one of the twelve disciples who were constantly with 
Christ, and saw His doings ; so that we are sure that 
it is the narrative of an eye-witness. We gradually 
left off the worship of idols, as we learnt more of the 
Lord, and now for many years we have loved Jesus in 
secret." 

"Sometimes, Vestina," added Honoria, taking up 
* the narrative where her sister left off; " sometimes we 
have felt condemned in that we have not confessed 
our love to Jesus publicly. But we are old and feeble, 
and care not to mix up with the world for anything ; 
consequently we did not proclaim to others our attach- 
ment to the new faith. Still we often feel condemned, 
and long for courage to confess our Lord. Oh ! I pray 
that He will not reject us for this ;" and the aged woman 
clasped her hands with a passionate earnestness of 
manner that proclaimed how deeply she felt on the 
matter. 

" Will you let me see your Gospel, aunt, dear aunt ? 
I will never mention it to any one," said Vestina. 

" Yes, Vestina," replied Honoria, " you shall see it 
at no distant day. But see, the time is speeding by, 
and your father will be shortly here." 
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Scarcely had she spoken, when the nearing sound of 
wheels proclaimed that Publius was at the door. After 
an affectionate greeting to his sisters he lifted Vestina 
into the vehicle, and, giving the command to his cha- 
rioteer, they were off. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

" O ye vain, false gods of Hellas, 
Ye are silent evermore I 
And I dash down this old chalice. 

Whence libations ran of yore. 
See I the wind crawls in the dust, ' 

Wormlike — as your glories must." 

Mrs. Barrett Browning. 

T EAVING the Janus Summus far behind, the 
father and daughter took their way to the temple 
of Vesta. This temple was situated in one of the 
most populous parts of Rome, and at the time we 
write of was constantly resorted to by the daughters 
of the most aristocratic families in the city. Vestina's 
father or brother generally accompanied her to the 
entrance of the temple, but beyond this no male was 
allowed to step, and, while attending at the temple, 
the chariot awaited her return at a little distance off. 
Vestina, however, was not one of the " Vestal Virgins" 
— so called, because they were dedicated from early 
childhood to the service of the goddess Vesta — but 
merely a worshipper at the temple service. The sacred 
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fire, the emblem of the goddess, was always kept 
burning in the temple, day and night the whole year 
round, and the vestals were deputed by turns to fulfil 
the duties of this office. It is not known that this fire 
went out at all for a long season of years ; but on one 
or two subsequent occasions, when, through the negli- 
gence of the virgins, it did so go out, it was mourned 
almost as a national calamity, and regarded as an 
evil portent. The fire was rekindled by means of the 
solar rays, it being deemed impiety to use common 
flame for that purpose. Vesta was worshipped in a two- 
fold aspect,— as the goddess of purity and as represent- 
ing the earth, fire being considered emblematical of 
both. The goddess was generally represented arrayed 
in a long flowing garment, veiled, holding in one hand 
a lamp, and in the other a javelin or palladium. 

The vestals were first instituted by the Emperor 
Numa, who limited the order to four, although after- 
ward the number was increased to twenty. The 
period of their seclusion extended to thirty years ; 
ten of which were occupied in learning the duties 
and religion of the order, ten in practising the public 
rites, and ten in instructing the novices. After this 
period they were permitted to return to the world, and 
marry if they desired to do so ; but very few availed 
themselves of the liberty, it being accounted an im- 
pious act to be united to an earthly partner after 
having been consecrated to the service of the gods. 
Besides this, as the Romans were, like their Greek 
brethren, " in all things too superstitious," they deemed 
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it a most unlucky thing to leave the temple service 
for the sake of contracting a matrimonial alliance, and, 
in consequence, they generally remained in attendance 
upon those who officiated. Of course we are speak- 
ing of the day in Which Vestina lived ; for, as every 
reader of ancient history knows, the order afterward 
fell into great disrepute. During their consecration 
they were bound to their allegiance by the alternative 
of a most terrible death. If any virgin broke her vow, 
she was taken outside the city walls, and buried 
alive in a place especially set apart for this purpose. 
Still the order was very popular among the Romans, 
because of the high sanctity supposed to be attaching 
to it, and the many privileges possessed by the mem- 
bers. When they went abroad in the city, which they 
did sometimes under the care of the Pontifex Maxi- 
muSy many civil and military officers, such as consuls 
and prcBtorSy were obliged to give them the way ; and 
if they met a criminal going to execution, they had 
the power to deliver him from the hands of justice. 

While Vestina bends before the temple-shrine, along 
with her fellow-worshippers, we will go biick to Pub- 
lius* house, and peep into a small poorly furnished 
chamber. There sits our friend Felicitas, intently 
perusing a small roll. This room is her own ; for, be- 
ing Perpetua's favourite slave, she enjoys certain privi- 
leges not generally granted to persons in her condition. 
Here she retires when anxious to meditate or read 
about the new and wonderful faith recently taught her, 
and here she is this evening, perusing a copy of Paul's 
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Epistle to the Roman church, lent her by the dea- 
coness Priscilla. Priscilla and Felicitas were staunch 
friends, sisters in the faith ; and though our hum- 
ble friend was a slave as far as social circumstances 
were concerned, she was regarded by the deaconess 
as J free-born member of " the household of faith." 
Priscilla was a widow, and devoted to the work of the 
little church as a deaconess, as was customary in those 
times. She was the almoner of the church's bounty, 
and every sick or poor member knew and esteemed 
her almost as an angel of mercy. She succoured and 
assisted those who needed help, whether that help in- 
volved pecuniary supplies or personal labour ; and was 
the honoured custodian of some portions of Sacred 
Writ, then in the possession of the Roman church. 
Phebe was another deaconess, and fulfilled much the 
same duties ; but Priscilla was more intimately ac- 
quainted with Felicitas, and, as \f e have said, it was 
from her that she obtained the before-named tran- 
script 

" Felicitas ! Felicitas !" said a sharp feminine voice 
at the chamber-door, just as she was turning over the 
roll to finish the sublime passage, " Nor height, nor 
depth, nor any other creature, shall be able to sepa- 
rate us from the love of God which is in Christ Jesus 
our Lord." Wiping her eyes quickly, to remove all 
traces of her emotion, she turned, and saw standing 
behind her her fellow-slave Juliana, and at her heels 
her mistress Perpetua. 

"Our mistress has been seeking for you every- 
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where," said Juliana, in a fault-finding tone of voice ; 
" I thought I should find you here." 

"You may go now, Juliana," said Perpetua, in a 
dignified tone ; " I have business with Felicitas." 

Juliana left, and Felicitas stood up, facing her 
mistress; surprise, alarm, and consternation depicted 
on every feature. She was surprised at the sudden and 
unexpected visit of her mistress, and full of conster- 
nation at being discovered in such an employment, 
while, to crown all, she felt the liveliest alarm for the 
fate of the precious manuscript. Knowing full well 
how devoted her mistress was to the worship of the 
gods, and how severely she would regard her apostacy, 
for escape or concealment now was impossible, she 
stood awaiting Perpetua's displeasure with a subdued 
and sorrowful aspect 

" What have you here, Felicitas ? " was Perpetua's 
first question. 

" A roll, madam," replied the slave. 

" A roll ! What roll ? Let me see it." 

Felicitas handed it to her mistress. She unrolled 
one column after another, and glanced at the precious 
words, so destitute of all meaning to her, but so full 
of comfort to her menial. It was, as we have said, a 
transcript of the Epistle to the Romans, and though 
not ornamented and richly illuminated as some of the 
more costly copies were, yet it was carefully and plainly 
written. As Perpetua ran her eye down one pas- 
sage after another her lip curled and her temper rose 
almost beyond the limits of forbearance or justice. 
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" You will follow me immediately, Felicitas," said 
she, leading the way to the triclinium, 

" So I have a Christiatf iox my most trusted and 
confidential servant, have I ? " was her first angry salu- 
tation when they arrived there ; "a follower of a half- 
crazed and fanatical blasphemer for one who is about 
me on all occasions, and from whom I naturally look 
for fidelity to the gods ! A believer in the Nazarene 
malefactor ! " and each word Seemed freighted with a 
burden of untold scorn and bitterness. 

Felicitas stood silent. What could she say } She 
knew quite well that imprisonment, or banishment, 
or possibly death, awaited all who were proved guilty 
of disrespect to the gods. She was in her mistress's 
power, and could be punished as her mistress saw fit. 
What, therefore, could she say ? 

" And pray how long have you followed this new 
religion } but it is not worthy the name of religion ; 
rather will I say, this new heresy." 

" I have known and loved Christ, madam, for nearly 
three years," said Felicitas, quietly, but tremblingly. 

"And all that time you have been filling a false 
position in my house ! Do you know what a wicked 
deceit you have practised upon me } Do you think I 
would ever have trusted you with my daughter, had 
I known your infatuation } I suppose * the robe of 
righteousness,' of which I heard you speaking to 
Vestina this afternoon, was referring to some notion 
of your religion. Where did you obtain that manu- 
script ? " 
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" I dare not tell, dear lady ; indeed, I dare not," said 
Felicitas, deeply agitated. " Punish me as you like, 
but I cannot confess who lent it to me. Indeed, it is 
not mine — only lent me." 

"Well, as you. will not reveal the name of your 
friend, I will see that it shall not go back to whence 
it came. Neither shall its detestable doctrines longer 
permeate and contaminate my household." So saying, 
she wrapped it up in a smaller compass, and going 
to the fire, then brightly burning in a large brazen 
pan, she resolutely held it in the flames. Felicitas 
clung to her mistress in a state of fear and horror. 
Her precious book ! What could she- do without it ? 
What should she say to the friend who had lent it 
her.? 

" O lady, dear lady, spare the roll ; I entreat you, 
spare it. I will send it back — indeed I will ; but do 
not burn it, I beseech you ; " and she seemed as if she 
would have rescued it 

"If you touch that roll," said Perpetua, " I will 
denounce you at once as a Christian. I will inform 
your master of it." 

The fire crackled and burned, and as it burned the 
precious manuscript was consumed. We — living in 
such a privileged age, abounding as it is with literature 
and books — cannot conceive the agony endured by this 
injured disciple at the sight of her burning roll. But 
she could do nothing to prevent it ; more than that, 
she feared discovery and punishment for herself, which 
would certainly have been followed by persecution for 
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her friends. It was a trying time for her faith and 
fortitude. 

Perpetua was not an imperious or unkind mistress : 
as ^, general rule, among her domestics and friends, 
she had obtained the reputation of being a kind and 
humane lady. But this treatment at her hands was 
called forth by her intense hatred of" the new heresy,*' 
coupled with her own high-principled allegiance to her 
gods. Upright and consistent as she was in her every- 
day deportment, she knew no higher rule of life than 
the philosophy of a false faith ; but this was grafted 
on a nature singularly straightforward and honest ; and 
none surpassed her in sincere attachment to the ancient 
faith. Such natures are always roused by anything 
like duplicity or deceit ; and deeming Felicitas guilty 
of deceit in holding the Christian faith while residing 
under her roof as one of themselves, her indignation 
could scarcely be restrained. But now, even while 
Felicitas was trembling for the issue of her mistress's 
anger, that anger began to subside. The roll was burnt, 
all, except one fragment an inch or two square, which 
had fluttered down on to the floor, and this was charred 
and blackened by the smoke. On it were written 
these words : " Therefore> being justified by faith, we 
have peace with God, through our Lord Jesus Christ." 
Other words followed, but they were so obliterated 
by the action of the fire that they could not be deci- 
phered. Seeing Felicitas' eyes bent upon the frag- 
ment, Perpetua took it up and read it. It was 
like a foreign language to her. " Faith ! " " God ! '* 
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"Christ!" What did the words mean? But pride 
was stubborn, and she would not ask. Keeping the 
paper in her hand, she turned again to her slave, and 
said, with a little spark of contrition, it must be con- 
fessed, for having burnt the roll, — 

" I think you told me just now that you had been 
a Christian for three years ! Who taught you this 
Christianity ? Where did you hear it ? " 

" Do not be angry with me, dear lady," replied the 
trembling woman, " and I will tell you all. But I be- 
seech you to spare me this once, for I cannot die yet ; 
oh ! I cannot die yet." 

" I don't want you to die," said Perpetua. * Now 
tell me truly where you learnt these notions, and 
where you got the roll, and I will say no more about 
it ; that is, of course, on condition that you promise 
to renounce this delusion." 

" I am distantly connected with a poor family, living 
on the other side of the river," began Felicit^s, trem- 
blingly. " This family are Christians, and in my visits 
to them I learnt, by degrees, that they worshipped 

Jesus. Of course it was kept a secret from me for 

» 

some time, as they did not like to tell me, for fear of 
its getting known. But I found it out chiefly through 
the death of their little boy, of whom I knew they 
were extremely fond. On going to see them after his 
death, I heard them talk of meeting him ' in heaven,* 
and I asked them what heaven they meant. They 
then told me that it was the place where all who love 
Christ go after death, and that God and Christ dwell 
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there. So I thought upon this ; for you know, dear 
lady, that I am an orphan : my parents are both dead, 
and my only brother was killed in the wars ; so I 
wondered if I should meet my friends there. Then, 
as I got to know more about heaven and Christ, I 
found that it is only those who are followers of Jesu 
who can expect to go there. I therefore sought 
diligently to learn the way, and my friends introduced 
me to other Christians, who taught me more clearly 
concerning the way of salvation. It was a long time 
before I could believe or understand the Gospel, but 
now it is all my comfort. O my mistress ! dear 
mistress, be not hard with me ! I am not like you, 
surrounded with riches, and comforts, and friends, 
and honours — all that can make life cheerful ; but I 
am a poor despised slave-woman ! This religion is 
my solace — indeed it is — and I should be miserable 
to give it up. Indeed, I cou/d not give it up ; for I hope, 
I trust, liove Jesus, and He loves me ; but it seems 
sometimes as if I could not be sure that I should go to 
heaven, and so I would not die just now. I would not 
die, if it be Christ's will, until I feel certain of heaven, 
if God will graciously grant me that assurance." 

Here she paused, as if fearing she had been pre- 
sumptuous in saying so much ; but her mistress only 
responded, — 

" I can only regard this as a piece of infatuation, 
Felicitas. You are self-deceived ; but go now, and let 
me hear no more of it. For the present, I will say 
nothing to any one about you." 



64 



VESTINA'S MARTYRDOM, 



Perpetua went to her own private room, an elegantly- 
arranged baudoiry opening out on a terraced walk ; 
and ere she put away the charred fragment, which she 
still held in her hand, she gave one more look at the 
precious words, " Peace with God" ^* Justified by faith :" 
thought she, " What do they mean ? I cannot under- 
stand them." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

" I was an hungred, and ye gave me meat ; 
I was thirsty, and ye gave me drink ; 
I was a stranger, and ye took me in." 

Holy Scripture. 

A LITTLE distance from the street leading to the 
Porta Salaria was a small mean house, tenanted 
by three men, — a soldier and two prisoners, 'these 
were Paul, Aristarchus, and their guard. 

Paul had been remanded by the emperor for a in- 
definite period, and, being allowed a large degree of 
liberty, had hired a house for himself and his com- 
panion. Here they followed their original trade of 
tent-making, and although embarrassed somewhat by 
the continual presence of a soldier, a fresh one being 
appointed to this post every morning, they yet en- 
joyed considerable freedom. Paul had sent for his 
friends among the Jews, and had told them of the 
change in his feelings. They had formerly known 
him as a zealous son of Abraham, and although some 
faint rumours had reached them in their distant homes, 
they were by no means prepared to see and hear such 

5 
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a complete renunciation of the Hebrew creed. But, 
undaunted by his countrymen's scorn or ill-disguised 
hatred, he boldly declared to them the Gospel of Jesus, 
and avowed his determination to know nothing else 
among them but Christ crucified. Some of the Jews 
reviled him, and others scorned ; and among these 
were the Rabbi Johanan and Ephraim. Others, how- 
ever, heard and pondered his words, and ultimately 
came again to listen to the strange story. Among this 
latter class were Demas and Zillah, though, as may be 
imagined, their visits to the prisoners were hurried and 
secret. To Zillah, especially, these visits presented 
great difficulty, because of her parents' dislike to the 
new doctrine ; but, on account of being betrothed to De- 
mas, and on visiting terms with some of his relatives, 
by the aid of a little deception, they had contrived to 
have several stolen interviews with the prisoner. We 
will not enter into the qjuestion of right and wrong in 
reference to this deception, but merely remark that by 
this means they learnt many important particulars 
about the religion of Jesus, and obtained much new 
light upon the manuscript they were now jointly study- 
ing. Zillah 's prejudices had given way, for she was 
not proof against Demas' arguments ; and where a 
woman's affections are engaged, her reason soon follows 
suit. Consequently they were, unknown to their friends, 
seekers for salvation, and " hid " the things they heard 
from Paul " in their hearts; " while in their private 
hours they diligently conned over the manuscript 
which Demas had obtained. 
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But another audience now hung upon Paul's lips. 
Having dismissed the Jews, as suc/t, to their own homes, 
he sent for those who were banded together in Chris- 
tian faith, to hold some friendly intercourse with them. 
In answer to his invitation, most of the little company 
under Marcus's pastoral care met at his house one 
evening, after dark ; and as they crept in by ones and 
twos yoii could see that each felt himself and herself 
as under a ban. There was that indescribable air of 
secrecy and concealment and subdued caution, which 
always characterises a persecuted and ill-treated peo- 
ple. Among the first came Priscilla and Phebe, the 
two deaconesses, grave and sedate, yet quietly self- 
possessed. Then came Marcus, wrapped in his toga, 
and muffled even to the eyes, so as to conceal his 
features. Then came Felicitas, wearing the usual coarse 
mantle which marked her social inferiority ; neverthe- 
less there was a glad and thankful look on her face 
which seemed to tell that she felt that she was coming 
among friends, who regarded her as equal with them- 
selves in Jesus Christ. One after another they came 
in, of all ages, from the slender stripling and fair maiden 
of a few summers, to the aged man and woman on 
whose locks time had sprinkled his hoar-frost, and 
silently took seats, after giving a low but respectful 
salutation to the great apostle. Paul himsdf was 
standing up, surveying the little company with a pa- 
ternal look, while Aristarchus acted as door-keeper ; 
the soldier sitting by Paul's side in perfect silence. 
Indeed, the apostle and his keeper could never part 
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had given a double power to their foes, faking the 
stranger come forward into the light, he led him up to 
Paul, and expressed his suspicions as to his sincerity. 
Paul bent down over him, and examined the wretched 
creature who now crouched at his feet, while the as- 
sembly, for the most part, remained quiet and still in 
their placts. The intruder seemed to be a man of 
middle age, his countenance might have been intelli- 
gent under more favourable circumstances, but now it 
was thin, dirty, and unshaven, and showed the gaunt 
aspect of a half-starved outcast. His clothes were torn 
and soiled, as if his last bed had been in some ditch, 
and were only held together by the remains of an old 
military tunic, wrapped over his shoulders, and fas- 
tened by a belt round the waist. . Paul bent down, and 
looked earnestly at the fugitive, as if he would read 
his face ; but even while he did so a faintness seemed 
to spread over the poor creature's countenance, and 
while murmuring inarticulately a request for food, he 
fell forward thoroughly exhausted. 

" He is not a hypocrite, at any rate," said Marcus. 
" I thought he was acting the spy, but his- distress is 
too real to be pretended. We had better take him 
to the fire and warm him, while we administer some 
refreshment" 

So saying, he proceeded to assist him to the fire, 
and commenced chafing his hands, while Aristarchus 
brought out a little food and drink for the famished 
wayfarer. Paul and his keeper drew near, and as- 
sisted Marcus in the chafing process. As they did so 
a portion of the tunic fell back, and on his bare arm 
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was revealed a brand, — the insignia of slavery. Some 
of the worshippers had by this time crowded round 
the little group, and, as they observed it, an excla- 
mation burst forth, " Ah ! a runaway slave ! he has 
crept here for shelter, poor fellow !"• while those among 
them who themselves bore the badge of bondage, felt 
a new pity for the homeless wanderer. 

Just as the brand was noticed the man recovered 
his consciousness sufficiently to become aware of the 
discovery, and drew the edge of the mantle forward, 
as well as he was able, so as to hide it The mark 
seemed to have been made recently, for it yet bore 
the scar of the branding-iron, and the deep dent into 
the flesh proved plainly what exquisite torture the 
operation had caused. 

By-and-by, by slow degrees, the man recovered 
strength and sufficient consciousness to thank those 
who succoured him. He seemed as though he would 
have shrunk away from Paul's searching glance, but 
the apostle looked at him long and earnestly. Some- 
how, it seemed to him that he had seen that man 
before, — that he was familiar with that countenance. 
The gleam of that dark eye was surely known to 
him, though he could not, by any effort of memory, 
tell when or where he had encountered the man. 
The stranger seemed to read his thoughts, for he 
shifted and turned away uneasily, as if to avoid the 
apostle's recognition. 

" Do you know me i " said Paul to him. " Do you 
know who I am ? *' 

" I have heard that you are a preacher," said the 
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fugitive, cautiously and fearfully. " I have heard 
about you." 

" That will not do," replied the apostle. " Have I 
not met you somewhere in other circumstances than 
these ? Your face seems somewhat familiar to me." 

" I cannot tell you now," said the man. " Pray do 
not press me for explanations to-night I am no spy ; 
but another time I ^11 tell you all. Suffice it that 
now I am almost perishing for want, and if you will 
give me shelter for a few hours I will tell you all — 
indeed I will ; " and he seemed to beg with such sin- 
cerity that they unanimously consented to allow him 
to remain unquestioned until the morrow. 

Still, it was plain that Paul and the fugitive had 
met before, for the man betrayed his remembrance of 
it ; and Aristarchus, being the freest inmate of that 
little dwelling, resolved not to let the stranger out of 
his sight that night. 

It was now getting late, and the Christian assembly 
must needs retire. Many foul aspersions had been 
cast upon their characters, and many false accusations 
brought against them, because of these secret night- 
meetings, and the elders of the party began to inti- 
mate to the juniors that they must now depart. Paul 
resumed his former position for a few minutes, and, 
after a few concluding remarks, lifted up his hand and 
pronounced the apostolical benediction. Then the 
little company dispersed, creeping away silently by 
twos and threes, so as to avoid observation, and the 
little household was left in silence. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

** They who wandered, sad and lone, 
By the world despised, unknown ; 
They who in the desert rude 
Pined in hopeless solitude : 
They whom torture, toil, or danger. 
Taught not to abjure their God ; 
They, for heaven was their avenger, 
They have vanquished through His blood." 

*' Adeline." 

/^UTSIDE the gates of Rome were large subter- 
ranean excavations, extending under the city, 
and far into the Campagna, called " Catacombs." 
These excavations were formerly sand quarries, dug 
out by slaves, for the purpose of obtaining tufa, a 
kind of sand used for cement. The openings or 
entrances to each quarry were, and are still, scattered 
about in different parts of the city and Campagna, 
forming altogether an immense subterranean network. 
These catacombs were at first the lurking-places of 
robbers and murderers, but were afterwards turned to 
purposes of concealment by the early Christians, who, 
during seasons of danger or persecution, hid in them, 
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worshipped in them, lived in them, died, and were 
buried in them. The period in which the Pauline 
Church flourished was a period of suspicion, persecu- 
tion, and cruelty. The primitive Christians were 
always objects of persecution in one form or another ; 
that is, with the exception of one or two brief seasons, 
when the imperial throne was occupied by an emperor 
favourable to Christianity ; and the safest hiding-places 
in Rome were in its dark, winding, subterranean 
caverns. The traditions and legends handed down 
to us, the historical records of the early Church, but 
above all, the many affecting mementoes of these 
Christians still existing in the catacombs, or preserved 
in the Vatican Museum, abundantly prove these facts. 
The catacombs abound in small chambers or chapels, 
approachable only by tortuous passages, and tombs 
for the reception of the dead, in many of which skele- 
tons and bones have recently been found. On many 
of the slabs, too, there are inscriptions, for the most 
part roughly carved and badly spelt, relating to the 
buried ones, with the monogram of Christ, or the 
simple words, " Laid to sleep," " In Christ," " In 
peace," affixed. Occasionally a few words of eulogy 
on the departed one may be given, but more generally 
the name only is inscribed, with one of the phrases 
just quoted, and a symbolical sign, such as an olive- 
branch, a dove, a fish, or a ship ; the olive-branch sig- 
nifying the peaceful character of the religion of Jesus ; 
the dove, an emblem of the Holy Spirit ; the fish, de- 
noting Christ; and the ship, the earth. Here, among 
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the tombs of their departed friends, the early disciples 
used to meet, and, remote from all the haunts of men, 
read of Christ, and offered worship to Him. Here, 
undisturbed by fanatical intruders or persecuting sol- 
diery, they worshipped Him who is a Spirit, " in spirit 
and in truth." 

These catacombs are now a favourite resort for 
visitors, and many a cavern and passage which once 
resounded with songs of praise to Christ, is now 
ranked among the " lions" of Rome. Here are writ- 
ten on the walls testimonies to the truth of religion, 
evidencing its sustaining and comforting power in the 
midst of tribulation. In the times of which we write 
Christianity could not reckon its followers by the 
multitude ; it was not fashionable to be a church 
member, nor did " naming the name of Christ" confer 
a decent standing in society. On the contrary, the 
military, civil, and religious powers were all leagued 
together to destroy the brave few who dared to be 
singular, and a man's own household were often his 
worst foes. Confined there, as they were, hungering 
and thirsting, sometimes dying for want of the com- 
monest necessaries of life, because of the arrest or 
interception of friendly messengers, who would other- 
wise have conveyed them supplies, these noble con- 
fessors witnessed a good testimony for the Gospel of 
Jesus Christ. Nineteenth century Christians would 
thank God with more gushing gratitude and most 
contrite humility, could they but realize vividly the 
difference between theii and now ; and would scorn 
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themselves at the samQ time for their former cold- 
heartedness and inconsistency. The religion of mere 
correct deportment, pious pretence, long prayers, and 
still longer faces, would have gained no more tolera- 
tion with the early Christians, than would that which 
consists in elegantly bound prayer-books and gaudy- 
church millinery. It was not for tAese things that 
the martyrs suffered ; mere religious profession would 
never have made them willing to " endure hardness" 
and death in " dens and caves of the earth." It was 
the power of godliness which made the church of the 
catacombs what it was. 

One night, about three weeks after the events nar- 
rated in our last chapter, a small body of believers 
might have been seen cautiously and secretly assem- 
bling in Priscilla's house. Priscilla lived in a retired 
quarter of the city, and as her dwelling was near the 
city wall, she enjoyed the luxury of a small garden. 
This garden was at one end thickly planted with ever- 
greens, so thickly, indeed, that concealment might 
have been afforded by the bushes. At this end, how- 
ever, there was a secret opening into one section of 
the catacombs, which section is now known as the 
" Catacombs of Priscilla." The little company were 
all known to each other. First, there was Marcus, 
grave and silent, then Honoria and Hortensia, who 
came purposely to introduce Vestina to the little 
church, as a seeker for salvation. As we before said, 
being aged and infirm, they ventured out but little, 
and had it not been for Vestina they would not have 
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been" there now. Vestina was accompanied by Pon- 
ticus, who, being her only brother, enjoyed her con- 
fidence in a high degree. He had seen and suspected 
the change in her feelings long before any one else 
dreamed of it, and being eager to obtain all possible 
information about this new faith, which seemed so to 
unsettle his sister^s mind, was quite willing to accom- 
pany her in the character of escort, first to his aunts' 
house, and then to Priscilla's. 

After Vestina, crept in a stranger, Onesimus, the 
fugitive slave, who had so recently gained shelter at 
Paul's house. This man was the slave of one Phile- 
mon, a Christian of Colosse. Onesimus had robbed 
his master, and fled to Rome to avoid punishment. 
While there he had heard of the fame of the captive 
apostle, and as his master had frequently entertained 
Paul, he found his way in his misery and destitution to 
Paul's house, hoping and expecting to find there the 
kindness he stood so much in need of On the day 
following his intrusion into the meeting he had re- 
vealed his name and history to Paul, and in return had 
been lodged, fed, and clothed. The apostle carried on 
his trade of tent-making still, and Onesimus was learn- 
ing to assist him, until letters should arrive from his 
master, in answer to Paul's communication. Almost 
as soon as he came under the apostle's roof, Onesimus 
learned to love the Gospel — its excessive simplicity 
and loveliness chained him ; and on this evening he 
came as an inquirer, bearing a friendly message from 
Paul, who could not, of course, be present. 
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Then last, though not least, came Demas and Zillah. 
These two young Jews had been introduced to Priscilla 
by Paul, and, as one consequence, there was already a 
deep attachment between Priscilla and Zillah. As in- 
quirers, they were very welcome to the little church, 
and were, from time to time, diligently instructed in 
the things of Christ. A few others, evidently belong- 
ing to the lower class, judging from their dress, made 
up the little company. 

As soon as all were assembled, Priscilla led the way 
to her garden, followed by her visitors. Going to the 
dark corner we have before mentioned, she pushed aside 
a spreading laurel, arid revealed a pitlike staircase. 
Marcus went down first, and struck a light ; then, re- 
maining at the bottom of the steps, he lighted all who 
came down. Honoria and Hortensia were assisted by 
Priscilla and Marcus, Vestina by Ponticus, and Zillah 
by Demas. On arriving at the bottom, the whole party 
ranged themselves in single file, and, having lit another 
lamp, proceeded to a small room cut out of the ^u/a, 
and used as a chapel. This room or chapel, was, only 
reached after many intricate turnings and windings, 
and round its walls were ranged tablets in memory of 
thosfe who had given up their lives for their faith. At 
the upper end of this room was a stone altar or table, 
and here Marcus took his stand. Some blocks of 
hardened tu/a, ranged round the room, furni3hed seats 
for some others of the auditory, but most of the 
males remained standing. 

Zillah's face was closely veiled, as became the cus- 
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torn of her people ; but through the veil you could 
distinguish her dark eyes, sparkling with undisguised 
wonder at the strange company and still stranger 
meeting-place. She had unbosomed her heart to 
Priscilla, and disclosed to her what she had even con- 
cealed from Demas ; for under that calm thoughtful 
exterior there were many wild tumultuous thoughts 
concerning the new religion. The traditions of her 
fathers were not to be cast aside in a day, or got over 
by means of false sophistry. She had been tenderly 
attached to the Jewish faith, and all the more because 
of the beautiful example of her mother, so that when 
a new and startling light broke in upon her mind she 
felt such a moral upheaval — such a spiritual revolution, 
that only those who have passed through a similar ex- 
perience can at all understand it. Demas was none 
the less agitated, but he had received more instruction 
from the great apostle than Zillah. She clung, in her 
doubt and perplexity, to Priscilla, with all the newly 
found love of a Christian pupil, and in return was 
instructed in the things pertaining to her peace. This 
was the first occasion of her meeting among the Chris- 
tians for worship, and this fact, together with the 
fearful gloom of the catacombs, rendered her more 
than usually agitated. 

Honoriaand Hortensia had once or twice previously 
visited the catacombs for the same purpose, so that 
the locality was not altogether strange to them ; but 
Vestina and Ponticus experienced similar feelings to 
Zillah. Their young hearts beat fast, and their faces 
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grew pale, as they looked around the sepulchral cave ; 
and had it not been for the fact that they were with 
friends, they would have felt utterly terrified. But the 
other members of the assembly seemed quite at home 
there ; indeed, so far from being alarmed, their faces 
wore a look of peaceful confidence, bespeaking plainly 
a conviction of safety from their enemies. 

Marcus was the leader of the little band. He was 
a man of superior education and talent, but these 
were not put forward before the auditory. Jesus 
Christ was the sole theme of his short address. Then, 
unfolding a manuscript Gospel, he read chapter after 
chapter of thf sayings of Jesus, — the wondrous ser- 
mon on the mount ; and while they listened you might 
have heard the deep sigh or the prayerful ejaculation 
bursting forth from the lips of the hearers ; for, as is 
generally the case, religious thought and religious 
feeling become intensified in time of trial and perse- 
cution. 'Were the people of Britain ever so much in 
earnest as when the " conventicle " and midnight ser- 
vice were almost the only means of grace to them ? 
The congregations that assembled in mountain cave 
or on the heath-covered moor were far more in ear- 
nest than the congregations of to-day, and so was it 
in Rome. Those who composed this little despised 
company were, for the most part, deeply in earnest, 
and heard as men would, who, perchance, may never 
hear again. This gave to the eariy church such a 
power and such a diffusive zeal, making it to shine as 
" a city set on a hill." 
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Two hours sped by in prayer and praise, and then 
the little company arose to depart. Marshalling his 
congregation much in the same order as before, Mar- 
cus led the way back to the secret entrance. Giving a 
well-known signal, it was responded to by Priscilla's 
servant, a comely damsel of about twenty, who re- 
mained above ground to guard the approach. In 
silence and in darkness each one mounted the rough 
clumsy steps, and, pushing aside the laurels, returned 
to the house. 

Ponticus had heard new and strange truths that 
night. He could not have learnt so much from his 
sister, even had she told him all her mind ; her know- 
ledge of the new religion was as yet very limited, and 
her faith dim, so that she could not direct Ponticus 
much. Now that he had obtained a deeper insight 
into the religion of Jesus Christ, it seemed to him all 
so new and strange, that it was like a new world. 
That young 4Doy of fifteen had a singularly thoughtful 
and open nature, one of those natures which are so 
easily drawn towards the real and the beautiful ; and 
according to his light, he, after a fashion, admired and 
believed in the faith of Christ. That one secret ser- 
vice at the catacombs had opened up to him the way 
of life, so as the pagan mythology in which he was 
reared had never done. Said he to his sister, — 

" Is this the Christian worship, Vestina ? because if 
it is, it is something more real than the worship of 
our gods. Did you notice how our aunts seemed to 
enter into the spirit of the service } " 

6 
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" I did, Ponticus ; and if you had heard them "— 
but ^he checked herself, for she remembered that they 
had placed the bond of secrecy on the communication 
they had made her. Not that it really mattered much 
now, seeing that Ponticus had seen them recognised 
as Christians among the assembly; but she still 
deemed herself bound by her promise. 

" Heard what, dear Vestina ? " replied he ; " have 
they talked to you about the Christian's God then ? " 

" Do not ask me, dear Ponticus," replied she. " I 
spoke without thinking for the moment, but I may be 
able to tell you another day. I can only tell you now 
that I believe they are Christians in deed and in truth. 
But whatever we know about them, we must of course 
keep it a secret ; as much, too, for our own sakes as 
for theirs." 

" Well, Vestina, I am determined to know more of 
this religion. I can judge a little for myself now; 
only if our father were to know it, he wqjild be very 
angry." 

" I will repeat to you all I know about it, Ponticus," 
replied his sister, and I think I know somebody else 
who will teach you unknown to any one." 

Vestina alluded to Felicitas, her mother's slave. 

" Who is it ? " inquired Ponticus, with a boy's 
curiosity. 

" Even that I may not tell you until I obtain the 
person's permission ; but I think we may safely count 
upon her." 

" Well, if you cannot succeed, Vestina, I will visit 
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the apostle himself, rather than remain uninstructed. 
I feel an inward conviction of the senselessness and 
falsehood of all our boasted mythology, and although 
generations before us have lived and died in its belief, 
I feel sure they could not have looked forward so 
confidently to a life beyond this as these Christians 
do. There is something in the Christian faith which 
appeals at once to the understanding and to the heart, 
and I am determined to know about it." 

" Hush, my boy," said Honoria, who was following 
behind, accompanied by her sister and Marcus. Re- 
member we are in the streets of Rome, and spies 
may be about." 

Thus admonished, Ponticus held his pe.ace, but not 
before he had inwardly vowed to see. and hear for 
himself more of this new religion. The lad seemed 
as if walking in dreamland. With all the enthusiasm 
and singlemindedness natural to youth, he had caught 
hold of these new ideas and new doctrines, and their 
magnitude and brilliancy eclipsed all else. There was 
stuff for a martyr in him, but little did the lad dream 
how soon he would wear the martyr's crown. 

At no great distance from this group was a young 
couple stealing along silently and cautiously. They 
were muffled closely so as to conceal their countenances, 
and what few words passed between them were in a 
low undertone. These two were Demas and Zillah, 
who, having come to this meeting unknown to their 
friends, were making all available speed to return in 
order to escape detection. Zillah was telling her 
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mind to Demas, for in him she found an answer- 
ing spirit At home each had Judaism of the strictest 
type to contend with, as well as watchful surveillance 
on the part of the rabbis, who deemed it part of their 
duty to prevent the younger members of their flock 
from straying. Abroad they had the hatred of race 
and pride of birth to encounter ; and while Judaism 
failed to satisfy the soul, this new-found religion 
seemed to meet every longing. No wonder that they 
clung to this faith, despised though it was. Many a 
one before and since has done the same ; for in the 
religion of Jesus Christ is found a balm and a precious- 
ness altogether unknown elsewhere. Yes, the " word" 
was to have " free course, and be abundantly glorified," 
even in Pagan Rome. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

" Not many wise men after the flesh ; 

Not many mighty, not many noble, 

Are called." 

Holy Scripture. 

" ^r OT many noble." This passage is as true now 
as it was then, though, perhaps, in a more 
modified sense. And then, as now, the majority of 
Christ's disciples were ranked among those who had 
no treasure upon earth ; and having none here, they 
confidently looked forward to the time when they 
should possess treasure in heaven. Still, there are 
exceptions ; and latterly the greatest geniuses of the 
world, whatever may be said of those who are great- 
est in point of worldly wealth, have flung the guerdon 
of their honours, and the glory of their renown, at 
the foot of the Cross, in reverent acknowledgment 
of the source of all genius. And in the time of which 
we write, some there were, among Rome's nobility, 
who knew and loved the Gospel of the despised 
" Nazarene." 
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Ever since the time Perpetua had burnt Felicitas' 
manuscript epistle, she had pondered silently and 
seriously over that strange portion which had fluttered 
away from the flames. It was hidden away safely 
from all curious or eager prying, in the most secret 
repository of that little boudoir ; but safer still the 
words were lodged in the innermost recesses of her 
heart, and ever and anon they would rise up amid 
the entanglements of fashion and the din of worldly 
wisdom, and create such a vague, unrestful feeling 
as could not be by any means calmed. " Therefore 
being justified by faith, we have peace with God 
through our Lord Jesus Christ." What could it be 
that agitated her mind } What was the secret power 
in them that swayed her soul with such intense 
emotion that the foundation of her childhood's faith 
rocked and reeled } Simply this : If this God were 
really God, if the only way of access to Him were by 
and through Jesus Christ, if " peace " with Him were 
only to be attained by this way, then all her life she 
had been trusting in a lie. If it really came to pass 
that the " Galilean impostor," as she had so often 
termed Jesus in her blind hatred, were really the 
Messiah, the Saviour, then how would she stand in 
reference to her vain idolatry } for idolatry her wor- 
ship had been, and her acute^ mind could see very 
plainly that if this religion happened to be right, then 
she was in the wrong, and her poor slave-woman 
would be infinitely better off, with reference to the 
most solemn of all questions, than would she herself 
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Agitated by these thoughts, she pondered and pon- 
dered over the matter, until more than once she 
was prompted to ask information of Felicitas. Pride, 
however, restrained her for some weeks, and so the 
struggle went on. But, in the long run, her anxious 
curiosity prevailed, and one day she sent for Felicitas. 
Felicitas came in answer to the summons. Her 
mistress looked at her with that strange sort of ex- 
pression indicative at once of shame, ignorance, and 
curiosity, mingled with a sense of wrong-doing, and a 
certain indefinable shrinking from asking instruction 
of an inferior. It was not strange that she should 
feel awkward at addressing her slave on the subject 
of religion, seeing that she had reprimanded her for 
her belief in that very religion, burnt her manuscript, 
and forbidden her ever to name the name of Jesus 
again. But she had, too, with all her anxiety and 
unrest, a feeling of contrition and remorse for that 
unjust act, and, as she pondered over the charred and 
blackened fragment, she resolved to make the loss 
good at no distant day. 

Felicitas stood silent and respectful, waiting for her 
mistress to speak ; and little dreamed she what that 
communication would be about. 

" Felicitas," said Perpetua, " what religion do you 
call yours } You need not fear to tell me," she added, 
as the woman appeared to hesitate in answering. " I 
shall not injure you. I merely wish to gain a little 
information. That is all." 

" The Christian religion, madam. It takes its name 
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from Jesus Christ, the founder. It is He that we wor- 
ship and love ; *' and she looked fearfully round the 
doudoir, as if suspecting the presence of spies. 

" You need not fear," repeated Perpetua ; *' I shall 
not betray you ; neither is any one listening to you." 
Such things had been done before, however ; and 
many a time the very confession of faith which a con- 
vert had made privately to a supposed friend had 
been afterwards turned against him by his deadly 
enemies. No wonder that Felicitas' fears were 
aroused. 

" What is the meaning of these words ? " continued 
Perpetua, exhibiting the fragment of which we have 
before spoken. " What do they mean ? Are they the 
words of this Christ that you worship ? " 

Perpetua was not good at diplomacy. She could 
not " beat about the bush,'* as people say, and then 
draw out the information she wished to gain, as if by 
accident. What she wanted to know generally came 
out in an honest, plain question. 

Felicitas began to discern how matters stood. W^ith 
a glad and grateful heart she discovered from these 
questions that she had to deal with one whose heart 
was turning away — although blindly and ignorantly, as 
yet — from pagan idolatry, and mutely groping after 
God. 

" I will tell you, dear mistress," said Felicitas, " as 
well as I can ; but I am very unlearned in the things 
of Christ, and cannot explain them to any one as I 
Would wish. * Therefore being justified by faith, we 
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have peace with God through our Lord Jesus Christ' 
We are all sinners, dear lady, every one of us, whether 
free or bond, and that is the first lesson we learn in 
this new religion. Then we learn that Christ died to 
save sinners, and that He will save all who come to 
Him by prayer, and believe on Him. While we 
continue rebellious sinners, God is angry with us ; but 
as soon as we trust in Jesus Christ, God loves us as 
His children. If we trust in Christ, we are 'justified 
by faith/ and then we have * peace with God ; * but 
that peace comes, from first to last, through our Lord 
Jesus Christ. That is what the words mean, madam, 
as far as I understand them ; but, as I said, I am not 
learned like some, and I cannot explain the Scrip- 
tures. I can only believe them." 

" Very good. Now whose words are they ? Did 
this Jesus Christ of whom you speak give utterance 
to them, or did somebody else write them .?" 

" There is a holy apostle now living in Rome, named 
Paul, who has seen the Lord Jesus revealed from hea- 
ven, and who, although once a persecutor of the Chris- 
tians, is now a servant of Christ. He was directed 
by the Spirit of God to write a letter to the little 
company of Christians here — of which you will pardon 
me for saying I am one ; and in it these words occur." 

" Then you were reading Paul's letter the day that 
I found you, and it was that I burnt ? " 

"Yes, madam," replied Felicitas, heaving a sigh of 
regret for the vanished roll. 

"Felicitas," said Perpetua, after a pause, "I am 
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sorry I burnt that roll. I would not do it now. If I 
can ever replace the loss, I promise you that I will. 
You may depend on my doing so." 

"/ would not do it now!' Then was Perpetua a 
Christian } Surely these words bespoke a change of 
mind in reference to the new faith. Surely Perpetua 
was more favourably inclined than of yore to the 
Christian religion. Felicitas caught at this idea with 
avidity. 

" Are you a Christian then, dear mistress } " she said. 

" Never mind, Felicitas, what I am. I don't think 
that I am a Christian yet, but I am no enemy to the 
Christians. Do you know where Mio obtain another 

roll r 

" No, madam, I do not now. Indeed, the owner of 
that other roll was so sorry that it was burnt, that I 
am afraid I shall not be able to borrow another." 

" Who instructed you in this faith V asked Perpetua, 
as she inwardly resolved to replace the burnt manu- 
script as soon as possible. 

" Marcus was my teacher after that poor family I 
told you of Marcus is our pastor and head." 

Perpetua made a mental comment as Felicitas said 
this. She felt that she must gain instruction somehow ; 
and, if it could be done unknown to her husband, she 
would seek out this Marcus, and learn of him. 

" That will do, Felicitas," said she. "You may go 
now ; " and the faithful slave departed, leaving Perpetua 
in a thoughtful attitude, with her head bent upon hef 
hands, pondering over Felicitas' words. Strange would 
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it be, if that poor slave-woman were to be the means 
of leading her patrician mistress to the foot of the 
Cross. 

Felicitas went away, but not to her own apartments. 
Going to Vestina*s room, she asked permission to speak 
for one moment to her young mistress. Vestina was 
ready in a moment ; for ever since the discovery that 
they held a mutual faith, Felicitas had been to her 
as " a sister beloved," rather than as a servant. 

" What is it, Felicitas ? " said she. 

" Please, hush ! No other ears must listen to what 
I am going to say." Then drawing closer, she whis- 
pered, ^^ I have good reason to believe that your mother 
is almost a Chris tian^ 

" What ! " said Vestina, starting back ; " can it be 
true > " 

" Yes, indeed it is. She has just been asking me 
about the Christian religion, and has more than inti- 
mated that she is almost a Christian." 

Long and earnestly did these two talk together about 
this strange incident ; and when Vestina was at length 
left to herself, her thoughts were in such a tumult that 
she scarcely knew how to give credence to the evidence 
of her own. ears. Could it be possible that the leaven 
of this Christianity was spreading and spreading so 
secretly and silently, that near and dear friends — mem- 
bers of the same household — should be at one time 
seeking for the same peace ? Yes, it was possible : it 
was another proof that the " kingdom of heaven" was 
like " the leaven" in a measure of meal, or the tiny 
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"grain of mustard seed/' which should spread and 
spread until it should fill the earth with its fragrance 
and glory. 

Next day, when Vestina was in her mother's apart- 
ment, where she generally spent an hour or two of the 
forenoon, the subject of Christianity came up. A 
chance remark of Vestina's revealed her incredulity 
in reference to the worship of Vesta, and Perpetua 
eagerly caught at it. 

" What did you say, Vestina ? " said Perpetua. 
" Did you mean to intimate that you do not believe 
in worshipping Vesta ? " 

" Yes, mother,^" replied the young girl, speaking all 
the more freely because of her cognizance of the change 
in her mother's opinions. "I don't believe in the 
goddess at all ; there is nothing in the temple-wor- 
ship to satisfy my soul's cravings. There is nothing 
in it which points to a future life of joy and glory, 
such as I should like to enjoy when I die. But these 
Christians, mother, seem sure of happiness after 
death." 

"Vestina, beware!" said Perpetua. "You should 
not dare to doubt the faith in which your forefathers 
have lived and died. It is a presumption in you, a 
mere girl." 

" Mother, do not be angry with me. I do doubt that 
faith, and have doubted for a long time. Besides, I 
believe that there is more truth in the religion of the 
Christians than in ours." 

" Vestina, answer me truly," said Perpetua, seriously 
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and almost sternly. " Are you a Christian, or a believer 
in our mythology ? " 

" I don't believe in our mythology, mother ; but 
don't be angry with me, and I will tell you. /am half 
a Christian, I hate our worship, and I do believe that 
Jesus Christ is the only true Saviour ; but I don't quite 
understand how I may gain that peace which the Chris- 
tians say they possess." 

" Vestina, my daughter, we are one. I am not angry 
with you, for I too am seeking this same Jesus, though 
very blindly. I have had no peace since I burnt Feli- 
citas' manuscript, and one part of it, which escaped 
the flames, has been in my mind ever since. Here it 
is ; " and opening a private drawer, she took it out. 

Vestina glanced at it somewhat eagerly, but not won- 
deringly ; for the story of the burnt manuscript was 
not new to her. Felicitas had made her young mistress 
her confidante in this bitter sorrow, and Vestina had 
sympathised with her heartily. 

Perpetua received back the fragment as if it were 
precious legacy, and replaced it safely. It was all 
she had of the word of life, and it was proportionately 
preciousj 

" Mother," said Vestina, " if you want to learn about 
Jesus, I can take you to some who will teach you. It 
must be done privately both for their sakes and ours ; 
but I know you can learn of them." 

" Who are they, Vestina } I must know that first ; 
for I fear that your father's anger will be terrible when 
he comes to know of it. Besides, I have always held 
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that a wife's first allegiance is to her husband ; but oh ! 
I must learn about this Jesus." 

" My aunts, Honoria and Hortensia, " replied 
Vestina. 

Perpetua held up her hands in mingled astonishment 
and joy. If this were so, who then were Christians, 
and who were not ! 
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CHAPTER X. 

" The same came to Jesus by night." 

Holy Scripture. 

T^HE shadows of evening were falling fast when two 
ladies alighted from a chariot at the dwelling of 
the aged twin-sisters. The charioteer just waited a 
moment to receive orders, and then drove away, while 
the two ladies passed into the dimly lighted atrium 
or hall, where they were received by Honoria and her 
sister Hortensia. 

" It is our sister Perpetua, and niece Vestina," said 
Honoria, as she saluted both with a kiss. " What an 
unexpected pleasure is this meeting ! Is it well with 
Publius and the children } *' 

" Yes, all is well, thank you, sister," replied Perpetua, 
who was by this time comfortably seated in the tri- 
clinium between her two sisters-in-law ; and then she 
hesitated as if she scarcely knew what to say. 

In truth, it is a difficult thing for some natures to 
dissemble. Those who are accustomed to straight- 
forward honesty of speech and purpose always reveal. 
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in some way or another, when they carry a secret. 
Perpetua was awkwardly conscious that she did carry 
a secret, and that she had not made a mere friendly 
call. Underneath this apparent visit of friendship 
was an important purpose, — a wish to obtain more 
knowledge about Christ. 

Vestina at first looked on with a certain degree of 
curiosity, but presently came to her mother's help by 
saying, " Will you mind telling my mother what you 
told me about Jesus, aunts ? That is what we are 
come for." 

Had a bomb-shell fallen suddenly in their midst 
the two ladies could not have looked much more 
astonished. Their first thought was that Vestina had 
betrayed them, and turning to her, Honoria said; 
" You have broken your promise, Vestina ; you have 
betrayed us." 

" I have not repeated what you told me, dear aun'," 
said Vestina, hastening to explain how matters stood ; 
" but when I found that my mother wanted to learn 
more about Jesus Christ, I confess I did tell her that 
you and Aunt Hortensia were Christians. Do not be 
angry with me — please do not ; but I knew that you 
could instruct her, for you have that manuscript that 
you told me of. And when my mother wanted to 
learn about Christ, who could I take her to so well as 
to you ? " 

Vestina's reasoning was good, but the poor old 
ladies were astonished at their niece's hardihood. 
Aged, feeble, and wary as they were, it seemed to 
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them somewhat rash on Vestina*s part to discover to 
others her newly found faith, besides which it seemed 
ungrateful to compromise them by informing others of 
their faith. As sisters-in-law, Perpetua, Honoria, and 
Hortensia had lived on very good terms with each 
other, but perhaps there was not that deep affection 
which existed between the aunts and their niece. So 
that really it seemed as if the secret of their faith 
was about to be known far and near. We of this age 
cannot judge the Christians of that day by our stan- ' 
dards. While there were many noble confessors and 
martyrs for the faith, there were also many disciples 
in secret — Nicodemus-Iike — who really loved their 
Master, but timidly shrank from avowing Him. Be- 
sides, there was all the difference in youth and age 
between Vestina and her aunts. Youth is always im- 
pulsive and candid, and never more so than on the 
subject of religion. The courage of these aged dis- 
ciples was not equal to their faith ; but for all that, 
they loved the Master with a deep and unfailing love : 
and in the day when His jewels are numbered up, it 
may be that the proportion of such will be greater 
than we think. 

Vestina's persuasions and Perpetua's request pre- 
vailed, so the precious manuscript was brought out. 
It was a beautiful copy on vellum of the Gospel by 
Matthew, engrossed with great care, and illuminated 
round the borders of the pages. Unrolling it almost 
at the beginning, Hortensia read, with a clear and 
well- toned voice, the story of Christ's miraculous birth. 

7 
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Then, after completing the story of His infancy, she 
turned to some of His wondrous sayings in the years 
of His short ministry ; then to the subHme description 
of the last judgment ; and finally ended with the 
account of His crucifixion and death. Mother and 
daughter listened in breathless silence, for it was all so 
new and strange that each feared to lose a word. To 
Vestina it was something delightful to know more 
fully concerning that Saviour she had so recently 
heard of, while to Perpetua the account of His death 
and resurrection opened up more plainly and satisfac- 
torily the glorious secret of pardon and "peace** 
through Jesus Christ, and in a dim and indistinct way 
she began to comprehend how Jesus could be the 
justifier of the ungodly. The aged ladies then ex- 
pounded, as far as they were able, some of the doc- 
trines of Christianity ; and thus commenced a series 
of secret family instruction-meetings, which ended not 
until one or more of that little group had been re- 
moved into the advanced school of the upper world 
by the fiery path of martyrdom. 

« * « « 

It was that part of the year known to us as February. 

The winter, though very mild in those latitudes, had 

given place to the sunshiny spring, and Rome was all 

• alive with ceremony, and pomp, and religious show. 

It was the feast of the Lupercalia, which feast was 

held in honour of Pan, the god of the country. The 

Lupercal was also a feast of purification,— ;/^dr«^, to 

^'ng the origin of our name February. Rome 
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was mad with religious frenzy during the season of 
Lupercalia, and reason and common sense seemed to 
have been banished from the minds of the populace. 
The ceremonies were very singular, and emblema- 
tical of the attributes, attendants, and appearance of 
the deity in whose honour they were held. Pan was 
believed to have the horns, legs, and feet of a goat ; 
therefore they always sacrificed goats at this time. 
A dog was also offered, because this animal was the 
necessary companion of a shepherd, and Pan was spe- 
cially the protector of shepherds. Noblemen s sons 
were then stained in the forehead with the blood of 
the' sacrificed goats, after which the skins were cut 
into thongs, and they ran through the streets with 
these thongs, lashing all who came in their way. 

This is the supposed origin of the Lupercalia ; but 
some have fancied that it was instituted in honour of 
the wolf which preserved Romulus, the founder of 
Rome, and Remus his twin-brother. Probably they 
think this from the fact that the term Lupercalia is 
derived from the word lujn^, a wolf. 

Epipodious and Alexander were among the most 
active at this feast, for Greeks and Romans alike ob- 
served it. All the sons of noblemen, students, and 
young lads in any way distinguished by birth or parent- 
age, were expected to join in this festival. Ponticus had 
more than once been actively engaged in it, but this 
year he seemed to draw back. The whole family 
would be onlookers at the ceremonies, but these three 
were more especially expected to assist. 
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As we said before, Ponticus was about half a Pagan 
and half a Christian. That night-service in the cata- 
combs had borne true and earnest fruit, and the lad had 
since obtained instruction enough from Felicitas and 
Vestina to show him the fallacy and stupidity of ido- 
latry. Between fifteen and sixteen — just at the age 
when, if ever, a thoughtful youth becomes in earnest 
about what he sees to be right and true, because 
stimulated and upheld by the enthusiasm and single- 
mindedness of youth — he began to see and realize for 
himself the great difference between the mummeries 
of Paganism and true religion ; consequently this feast 
found him in a most unsettled state of mind. Com- 
ing upon his sister somewhat unexpectedly, by the 
side of the fountain in the garden, she was astonished 
to find him so agitated. He was muttering to himself, 
in a most determined boylike way, his resolve not to 
do something. 

" What is the matter, Ponticus } " she inquired. 

"Just this, Vestina. The Luperci expect me to 
carry about the thongs to-day, and I won't — that's all" 

" But what will our father say i " she suggested. 

" I don't care. Not that I don't respect him, Ves- 
tina. Mark you, I do honour my father, and feel 
proud of him, but I don't think he would compel me 
to do this against my convictions. I don't believe in 
Pan ! Who or what was he ? Only an ugly old man 
represented to us as a god by means of fable and 
tradition." 

''>u must be careful what you say, Ponticus," 
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said his sister, quietly, "and especially before our 
father. I meant to tell you of it before. Only a day 
or two since I heard him talking to our mother, and 
he seemed very bitter against the new religion. He 
said that the Emperor was angry at the spread of 
Christianity in Rome, and meant to punish all who 
turned away from the old faith. And he even said 
that if he knew any one belonging to him who pro- 
fessed to believe in ' this Nazarene,' he would deliver 
that one up to the law. So, if I were you, Ponticus, 
I would not say anything just now to father." 

" Perhaps I had better not, then ; but what can I 
do } " said Ponticus. 

Here was the knotty question. Confession was 
sure to be followed by punishment, but Ponticus could 
not think of denying his principles. With all a boy's 
obstinacy and straightforwardness, he deemed it bind- 
ing on him to carry out his convictions. Presently he 
said, — 

"Well, Vestina, I cannot go. Alexander and 
Epipodious are waiting for me, but I must make 
some excuse." 

Even while he uttered the words, voices were heard 
approaching, and another few seconds revealed the 
forms of the two students, coming to seek Ponticus. 
Before they could come near, Vestina managed to say, 
without being overheard, — 

" Be firm, brother. There is more Christianity in 
our home than you think, Do what you consider 
right." And she left hini. 
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" Are you coming with us, Ponticus ?" said Epipo- 
dious. " We have been waiting for you some time." 

" No, thank you. I think I shall not go now. You 
will please excuse me, and pardon my seeming want 
of courtesy, but I must remain at my studies while 
you go." 

" Well, but what does this mean ?" said the young 
man. " Are you going to disappoint us all } Your 
father desired us to say that he wished you to go to 
the feast at once. He could not understand why you 
were not already there." 

Here was another trial of his faith and fortitude. 
What could he do } He saw no other course open to 
him but that of asking his father's permission to re- 
main away. So turning back, he asked the young 
men to accompany him, and returned to the house. 
He found his father in his own private apartment, 
somewhat puzzled, it must be confessed, at the appa- 
rent neglect of his son to attend the Lupercalia. 

" My son," said he, " how is it that you are not 
gone to the festival } Your young friends have been 
waiting to bear you company some time." 

" Pray, father, excuse my attendance for this time. 
I do not wish to go to the Lupercalia. Indeed, I 
would much rather stay at home." 

The old Romans exacted stem and ready obedience 
frdm their children under all circumstances, and as 
Publius was in all things exact and upright, according 
to the customs of his nation, he bent an angry and 
puzzled look on his son. 
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" Is it right for a child to dispute his father's will ? '* 
said he presently. 

" No, father. I admit that it is not right," replied 
Ponticus ; " but pray excuse me this once, and I will 
never press it again." 

" Have you any valid reasons for the request you 
are making ? " said Publius. 

" Yes, father; but please do not ask me to state them 
— pray do not." 

This was too much. With the stern, uncompromis- 
ing spirit which animated all the old Romans, lead- 
ing them to require implicit obedience from children 
and inferiors, his ire arose, and with an angry look at 
Ponticus, Publius said, — 

" No more of this. Whatever your reasons may 
be, if you cannot state them, they are not valid 
enough to justify disobedience to a parent. Your 
friends are waiting to accompany you — your mother 
and sister will attend with me almost immediately. 
Go ! " and with an imperious wave of the hand he 
dismissed his son. 

There was no more time for reflection or remon- 
strance. Taking each an arm, Epipodious and Alex- 
ander led off the lad to the festival, but his trembling 
lip and downcast looks told how repugnant the scene 
was to him. Publius had not suspected his son of 
the least leaning toward Christianity. Had he done so, 
his anger would have known no bounds ; but imagin- 
ing that his refusal to attend was the result of some 
boyish fancy, he treated it as such. Nobody, save 
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Vestina and, through her, Felicitas, knew of the boy's 
struggles, for she had not yet been courageous enough 
to admit it to her mother. She had kept his secret 
safely, and as the two met in the carnival, an hour 
or so later, the answering look of sympathy and love 
which she gave him told how strongly their souls 
were knit together. 

In the hours of retirement that night, three youth- 
ful forms might have been seen in Ponticus* chamber, 
engaged in earnest discussion. These were Ponticus 
and his two student friends. They had remarked his 
reluctance and dislike at engaging in the ceremonies, 
and being warmly attached to their young friend, who 
was by this time as a brother, and with whom they 
had lived for some months now in brotherly affection, 
had asked him seriously the cause of his disquiet that 
day. Nothing daunted, Ponticus unfolded his mind 
to them, first binding them to secrecy. This they 
promised, and, through the still hours of early morn- 
ing, that young boy-confessor argued against Pagan- 
ism. Some masters of theology might have said that 
his arguments were weak, and his logic faulty ; but 
for all that, there was the earnestness of a seeking 
soul, roused up out of the night of Paganism, to seek 
the diviner beams of the Sun of righteousness, and 
the determination of a young and honest heart to 
follow the Lord, as far as his light allowed, whitherso- 
ever his faith led him. And though Epipodious and 
Alexander argued against him with all the mental 
power that maturer years and deeper study could 
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afford, they felt the force of his reasons and the truth 
of his arguments. They had heard of Jesus of Na- 
zareth before only as an " impostor," but now His 
character was unfolded to them as one " altogether 
lovely." 

It was the still grey dawn of morning before the 
young men sought their own chamber, but not to 
sleep. What they had heard of the Christian faith 
found an abiding place in their hearts, and bore fruit 
*' after many days." 
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CHAPTER XL 

** Now, be thou strong ! Oh I knew we not 
Our path must lead to this ? 
A shadow and a trembling still 
Were mingled with our bliss." 

Mrs. Hemans. 

T^ROUBLE was awaiting Zillah. As she and 
Demas returned from the service in the cata- 
combs, her home resounded with the fierce anger and 
deep passionate mutterings of her father and his 
friend Rabbi Johanan. During her absence, which 
was unavoidably rather prolonged, Ephraim and Ruth 
had become uneasy, fearing that some accident had 
befallen their daughter. Ruth had made inquiries 
at the house of a friend, with whom Demas and her 
daughter were on visiting terms, but found, to her 
dismay, that they had not been there that day. Dur- 
ing the evening Ephraim had unexpectedly discovered 
the roll that Zillah was reading, being none other than 
the Gospel lent to her by Demas. Whether curiosity 
or accident led to the discovery, we cannot tell ; certain 
it is, that in it Ephraim seemed to find a clue to his 
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daughter's frequent lonely meditations, and the mys- 
terious absence from home of this evening. As if 
everything had conspired to make the matter worse, 
the Rabbi Johanan was spending the evening with 
Ephraim, with whom he was on very friendly terms. 
On the discovery of the manuscript, Ephraim showed 
it to his friend, and also, as soon as she returned, to 
Ruth. Here was abundant evidence that the rank 
blasphemy of the impostor of Nazareth had found its 
way into their home. Ruth — poor, gentle, frightened 
Ruth — stood aghast at it ; but, amid her detestation 
and hatred of the doctrines of the Christian, with a 
true mother's heart she felt the liveliest sorrow and 
pity for her daughter. Stern condemnation was the 
rabbi's chief feeling, and righteous anger the father's, 
but Ruth's was a yearning, loving anxiety to shield 
her daughter from the anger and scorn of the two 
men. To a strict, stem, uncompromising Jew as Eph- 
raim was, it was worse than death to have a child who 
dared to deny the ancient Jewish faith for the sake of 
the new religion inaugurated by one whom he stead- 
fastly believed to be an impostor ; while before the 
mental vision of the rabbi loomed nothing less than 
excommunication and anathemas for the offending one. 
Just as this scene was being enacted, Zillah entered 
the house, having been escorted there by Demas, 
who, having some necessary duties to perform in 
connection with his calling, had then left her. As 
Zillah entered, and proceeded to the room usually 
occupied by her parents, her mind was more than com- 
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monly agitated by fear and doubt, as if in premoni- 
tion of the fate that was coming upon her. As she 
entered the apartment, wondering at the sounds of 
strife within, the first object that met her eye was 
the weeping form of her mother, standing in an im- 
ploring attitude before her father, as if to prevent 
some act of violence. In her father's upraised hand 
was the roll Demas had lent her, and behind stood 
the rabbi, with the bitterest scorn imaginable de- 
picted on his fine features. Possibly Ephraim might 
have been more mild and forbearing with his daughter, 
had he been alone ; but discovering this heinous offence 
against his faith in the rabbi's presence, as he did, he 
felt it incumbent upon him to mark his detestation 
of the sin, and his hatred of the sinner, by inflicting 
instant and merciless punishment. 

" Apostate from the faith of thy fathers!" was his 
first salutation to the terrified girl. "Is this thy 
roll ? " 

" It is not mine father," she replied. " It was lent to 
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" By whom } Ah ! you can be a successful de- 
ceiver then, when you please," he tauntingly added. 

Zillah stood silent She could not betray her 
lover. The storm had burst upon her own head, but 
she was anxious to preserve Demas from sharing in 
the opprobrium. 

" I cannot tell, father — indeed, I cannot,*' she said, 
trembling with agitation. 

"You shall be compelled to tell, ere long," cried 
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Kphraim. " Confess immediately wherefore thou 
hadst the roll in thy possession/* 

" I confess, father, that I have lately been studying 
and reading about Jesus Christ." 

" Then, art thou a believer in that malefactor ? " 
fiercely questioned the rabbi. 

" Yes, Rabbi, I do believe, from what I have heard 
and read of Him lately, that He is the true Saviour.'* 

" Stop, blasphemer ! " said the harsh, grating voice 
of the rabbi. " Stop, before you add sin to sin, and 
thus insult the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob 
tenfold." 

"Hush, Rabbi ! " said Ruth, roused to say something 
on behalf of her erring daughter. " If my daughter 
has erred, it is through ignorance, and surely you will 
strive to lead her back to the faith again, rather than 
curse her." 

" Now, Zillah, answer me truly," said Ephraim, turn- 
ing to her in a calm yet determined manner. " Has 
your absence to-night any connection with your newly 
found creed } Tell me where you have been." 

What could she say ? With a natural love of truth- 
fulness and rectitude, she scorned the very appearance 
of a lie, and now that she had learned another and a 
holier faith, she knew that " lying lips " were " an 
abomination to the Lord." She hesitated a moment, 
but she could not lie. Looking up with a calm, clear 
glance, she said, — 

" Yes, father. I have been with Christians, learning 
about Christ." 
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"Listen, Ephraim," burst in the Rabbi Johanan; 
"listen to the bold confession of an apostate from 
our faith. O Ephraim ! I grieve for you this day, 
that your grey hairs should witness so much sorrow." 

Ruth sat apart, weeping bitterly, with her face 
wrapped in her hands. She had counselled forbear- 
. ance and forgiveness for her daughter as long as she 
could ; but now that Zillah had confessed her belief in 
the faith of the hated Nazarene, what could she do ? 
And yet the mother was the mother still ; and where 
she could not save, she could feel. 

Ephraim was at first almost speechless. Anger, 
grief, surprise, and bitter scorn, all united, deprived 
him of the power of speech for a moment. Recovering 
himself, he turned upon his daughter, almost fiercely, 
and said, — 

" Thou wicked deceiver, where hast thou learnt about 
that blasphemous impostor — a malefactor that came 
at last to the righteous retribution of the cross ? where 
hast thou learnt to place this man in the stead of 
God ? " 

"Jesus Christ is not an impostor, father," she said ; 
but as she did so, Ephraim*s arm was uplifted as if to 
deal her a blow. Stepping back quickly, she avoided 
it, and Ruth rushed between the father and daughter, 
to prevent the outrage. " No, father," Zillah cried, 
" He was not an impostor ; and though He died a 
malefactor's death. He was the Son of God. I can- 
not tell you where I have learnt about Him, I can- 
not betray my Christian friends ; but this I can tell 
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you, father : I have learnt to rest my soul on Christ 
for eternal salvation, and since I have dope so I have 
experienced a peace which our forms and ceremonies 
could never impart My soul was hard and dark, my 
spirit was proud and unforgiving, when I learnt that 
this Jesus died to save us from our sins, and even with 
His dying breath prayed for His murderers. And when 
I knew that no less a sacrifice than the blood of the 
Son of God was required to wash away my guilt, could 
I any longer trust in the blood of bulls and of goats ? 
Co -lid I any longer look to our service as the only way 
of access to God, when Christ says, * Come unto me, 
all ye that are weary and heavy laden, and I will give 
you rest/ O father, this religion of Jesus is a sacred 
thing, and He was truly the Son of God. I cannot 
deny my faith ; for if I am ashamed of Him, He will 
be ashamed of me in the day when He comes to judge 
the world. I trust I have received Him with love 
and sincerity, and I cannot deny His name. I cannot 
forsake the religion of Christ, and my only hope is, that 
when He gathers home His church, I may be found 
among them." 

" Cease, thou vain apostate," cried Ephraim. " Thou 
art a curse and a shame to the mother that bore thee 
and the heart-broken father that now spurns thee ! 
Thou art an outcast from God's chosen people, and a 
disgrace to our holy religion. Touch me not, thou 
apostate," he continued, as Zillah would fain have clung 
to him in horror of these bitter denunciations, and im- 
plored his mercy " Touch me not, for from henceforth 
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I renounce all connection with the deluded follower of 
the Nazarene blasphemer. And if I can discover who 
is the author of thy backsliding, he shall, if he be a 
Jew, be visited with the strictest punishment our laws 
can inflict. Look, Ruth, look at thy apostate daughter, 
and learn to despise her, for from this day I will never 
own her more. From this day she is a stranger to my 
dwelling ; let her go among those you have led her 
astray." 

" Pity her, Ephraim ! Pity her youth and inexpe- 
rience," said Ruth, in an agony of grief and tears, as 
she clung to her husband ; " she is our only child, and 
surely you will not spurn her from her home } " 

" She herself shall decide," replied Ephraim. " If 
she will not renounce for ever all belief in this Jesus, 
she shall be an outcast from her home henceforth. Do 
I not speak well. Rabbi ? " 

" You do," replied Rabbi Johanan. " The rules of 
our faith require that an apostate should be denounced 
by the nearest and dearest friends. You speak wisely, 
and you must not draw back." 

As he said this, a cold cruel light gleamed from 
his eyes, as if he rejoiced in displaying his hatred to 
the Christian faith. He was a stern unforgiving man 
at the best of times, and his religion had fostered this 
feeling. 

Ephraim turned to his daughter, who now stood 
erect by her mother's side, striving to calm and soothe 
her. Seeing what lay before her, she strove to meet 
her fate as calmly as she could. 
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Said he, " Answer me truly ; wilt thou renounce for 
ever thy faith in this Galilean impostor, and return to 
the God of thy fathers? Wilt thou, to show thy 
sincerity, curse the name of Jesus ? " And as he spake 
he spat on the floor, to indicate his scorn of the name. 

Zillah paused a moment Then, gathering up all 
her strength, she said, " I cannot, father ! I cannot 
curse Jesus ! He is not an impostor ! He is God*s 
only Son, and how can I reject Him ? If you will not 
allow me to stay here I must trust to God to provide 
a home ; but oh, father ! oh, mother ! I cannot, I will 
not curse my Saviour." 

" Then go," cried Ephraim. " Go from my home 
and shelter for evermore ; or, at least, until you re- 
nounce for ever this cursed delusion. From this time 
you are an alien and an outcast to me ; from hence- 
forth none shall ever hear me mention the name of 
one who has become an apostate from the faith, and 
a curse to her parents. Go," and opening the door, 
he pointed out into the dark night, with a fierce stern- 
ness of purpose that admitted neither of intercession 
nor mercy. 

Zillah went forth ; but, as she went, her eyes caught 
a passing glance of her riiother springing up to intercede 
with Ephraim, and of her being roughly pushed back 
again by her husband. Ephraim had always a violent 
unsubdued temper, he was the fear of his little house- 
hold, and on religious questions he was a very tyrant ; 
but this was the most terrible outbreak of his wrath 
that Zillah had ever experienced. And well it might, 
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for by a father's anger she went forth into the wide, 
populous city of Rome that night homeless and house- 
less ; and, as she went, she heard the rabbi's harsh, 
grating voice denouncing her : " Go forth, thou cursed 

one ! Thou art Anathema, ntaranatJtar 

* » » * « 

Two hours later a muffled form might have been 
seen pacing slowly up and down the bank of the river. 
The figure seemed to be that of a female, and the 
agitation of her manner, as well as the deep sobs that 
burst forth at intervals, betrayed her bitter grief. It 
was Zillah. Thrust forth from her childhood's home 
into the cold, cheerless night, she was well-nigh over- 
whelmed with sorrow. Had it been earlier in the 
evening, she would, without hesitation, have gone at 
once to Priscilla's house. But it was now past mid- 
night, and a feeling of natural shame at exposing her 
father's cruelty, as well as a shrinking fear of taking 
the comparatively long journey, constrained her not 
to go. She was not far from her home, only about 
two throws of a stone ; and here she had paced 
backward and forward ever since the scene we have 
just narrated. 

At Ephraim's house all was now hushed to 
silence. The Rabbi Johanan was gone to his own 
home, after applauding his friend's righteous zeal ; 
Ruth was in her chamber weeping bitterly, and 
Ephraim was 'quietly pondering over the events of the 
evening. Not that his heart at all relented toward 
his daughter. The misguided man was a bitter fanatic. 
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and naturally stern and violent His family and 
domestics had often quailed before him, and whilst 
there is no doubt that the presence of the rabbi 
served to nerve him on to greater sternness and cruelty, 
it is just possible that he would have taken the same 
course had he been alone. 

Presently the figure of a man drew near; he walked 
with a stealthy, cat-like step, as if afraid of recog- 
nition or molestation. Zillah shook with fear as he 
approached near, and just then, the moon breaking 
from behind a cloud, revealed somewhat of her form 
and features. Stopping a moment, he looked into her 
face, as if trying to distinguish her features through 
her veil. It seemed as if he remembered having met 
her somewhere, but could not tell where. All at once 
a thought flashed through her mind that she had seen 
the man before — in fact, that very night in the 
catacombs, and simultaneously with this conviction 
he seemed to remember her. 

" Were you not at the catacombs, just now ? " said 
he. " Did I not hear you called Zillah ? " 
." Yes," she replied ; "but were not you there too ? " 

" I was," replied the man. " I am Onesimus ; I 
went there with a message from the Apostle, and I 
am now bound on an errand for him. But what is the 
meaning of this ? Have you no home ? " 

" Oh, yes ; I have a home, " she faltered out, " but I 
am a Christian, and my father is a Jew. He will not 
allow me to live at home now, because of my Chris- 
tianity, and so I am here to-night" 
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Onesimus was a sensible, thoughtful young man, and 
seeing how matters stood, he cast about in his mind 
as to the best course to be taken. At first he thought 
of escorting her to PauFs house, but then the continual 
presence of the soldier, and the fact that no other 
female resided there, forbade it. Then he suggested 
informing Demas, but the maidenly modesty of Zillah 
instinctively shrank from such a step. In this dilemma 
he bethought himself of Priscilla, and at once offered 
to take her in safety there. This scheme seemed the 
best, and, accepting Onesimus as a providential mes- 
senger, Zillah resigned herself to his guidance. After 
about an hour's steady walking they arrived at the 
deaconess's house, where Onesimus quickly roused up 
the little household, and obtained admittance. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

'* When the work w98 first hegun, 
Small and feeble was its day. 
Now the word doth swiftly run, 
Now it wins its widening way : 
More and more it spreads and grows, 
Ever mighty to prevail ; 
Sin's strongholds it now overthrows, 
Shakes the trembling gates of hell.*' 



Wesley. 



y^ILLAH passed a restless, tearful night at Priscilla's 
house, and though her sorrow was alleviated by 
all the kindness and consideration that the deaconess 
could bestow, she could not banish the remembrance 
that she was an outcast from her child hood's home. 
Friscilla was not much astonished at the turn affairs 
had taken in Ephraim's family, seeing that it was not 
at all an unusual thing for a Christian to be banished 
from his home and friends on account of his faith ; 
and, indeed, her own servant, Rhoda, had been taken 
into her service under similar circumstances. Imperial 
proscription and banishment found ready imitation 
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among heads of families, and some were even hidden 
away from their nearest relatives in the homes of their 
Christian friends. 

Next morning, by dint of stratagem, Onesimus 
managed to inform Demas of Zillah's situation, and 
great was that young man's indignation when he be- 
came cognizant of the treatment of his betrothed. 
Paul was by this time also aware of the circumstance, 
for Onesimus had already learnt to look upon the 
apostle as his truest counsellor. Going at once to 
Ephraim, Demas demanded the reason of the injustice 
offered to Zillah, at the same time boldly avowing 
himself a follower of the same faith. Further, he also 
confessed to having lent her the manuscript in question, 
and demanded it from Ephraim. 

" Thou dog of an apostate ! " thundered Ephraim, 
as he threw the manuscript across the room ; " then 
thou art the instigator of my daughter's sin } " 

Demas quietly picked up the roll, feeling very 
thankful as he did so that it had escaped destruction. 
"Yes," replied he, " I, too, am a Christian ; and we 
have together studied this roll, which has confirmed 
our faith. But can you justify yourself as a father, 
Jew though you are, in turning a young daughter into 
the street at midnight because she had learnt a faith 
better than Judaism ? " 

This was a home-thrust which Ephraim could not 
parry. Demas was terribly in earnest ; and there is 
always something striking about youthful anger, if it 
has right and justice on its side. " Young blood is 
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hot," says the proverb, and never hotter than when 
ranked against tyranny, oppression, and injustice. 
Demas felt that he had humanity and justice on his 
side, and he made Ephraim quail under the bitter 
castigation which he administered to him. Zillah 
had found a champion, and Ruth — true-hearted wife 
th:^ugh she was, being obedient and reverential to 
her husband to the last degree — as she listened 
to Demas' angry chidings, felt glad that Ephraim 
was thus tasked with his cruelty. 

Taking the roll under his arm, Demas departed to 
his own home, after defying Ephraim to do his worst. 
As far as Demas was concerned, Ephraim would have 
coolly delivered him up to the authorities, as a believer 
in the forbidden heresy, but for the twofold consider- 
ation that his daughter would be opened to a like ac- 
cusation, and that such a charge, coming from a Jew, 
would be viewed with suspicion. For these reasons 
Demas knew that he was safe, though he knew also, 
judging from the man's character and disposition, that 
he would be likely to do him all the mischief he could 
in a covert manner. In proof of his stern, unyielding 
temper, Ephraim declared that no consideration should 
induce him to receive his daughter back again, or even 
to acknowledge her. With these threats sounding in 
her ears, as repeated to her by Demas, she strove to 
submit herself to the trial, and, first sending a kind . 
message to her mother, she resigned herself to settling 
down, at least for the present, in Priscilla's home, while 
Demas regularly visited Paul to get further instruction 
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But it is time to return to Publius. A day or two 
after the preceding occurrences Nero sent a message 
to Publius, commanding his attendance at a state 
council. This was nothing uncommon, for esteemed 
as Publius was, both on account of the soundness of his 
advice and the superiority of his judgment, he occu- 
pied a high place among the list of counsellors. But 
when this summons came, Publius looked somewhat 
surprised, seeing that, as far as he knew, no state affairs 
required attention just now. Judea was in a state of 
revolt, it is true, but then ample measures had been 
already taken to counteract the rebellion, measures 
which appeared likely to crush it out, but at the same 
time to accomplish the destruction of the Jewish na- 
tion ; and, indeed, as time rolled by, this was done. 
Knowing this, Publius could not understand tl>e mean- 
ing of the somewhat imperious command, but he was 
not long to remain in suspense. " The Christians," 
" the Christians," had lately been the cry in Rome, 
and every noisy brawler or mischief-making busy- 
body had taken up the cry. Nero had become cog- 
nizant of it, and feeling determined to crush out the 
heresy from his dominions, was prepared to receive 
counsel as to the best means of attaining his end. 
Some of the senators recommended punishment and 
confiscation ; others, imprisonment and death, ; and 
others, the more diligent instruction of the young in 
the ancient mythology. Publius seconded this last 
advice, but hesitated to counsel the extreme punish- 
ment of death, fearing that this course would only 
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serve to bring the court into odium, and at the same 
time incite the persecuted party to greater endurance 
and perseverance. 

Nero noticed Publius* silence and hesitation, and 
turning to him with a peculiar smile, said, " Methinks 
Publius would recommend harsher measures, were 
he sure of his own family. As one proof of the 
subtle nature of this heresy, we have been credibly 
informed that some near relatives of our most trusty 
senator have been infected by it." 

Publius started at the implied charge, and earnestly 
denied it, but Nero asserted that he had been well 
informed on the subject, and, of course, he dared not 
contradict his emperor. Hastening home as soon as 
the council was dissolved, he summoned his family 
and recounted the circumstance. It was evident that 
Nero was resolved to " stamp out ** the new heresy, 
and it became eyery man to see to his own household, 
especially when any doubt had been expressed as to 
his orthodoxy. Publius was puzzled and afraid. How 
there could possibly be a doubt about his family's 
attachment to the worship of the gods he could not 
imagine, and eagerly questioned each one about the 
matter. Alas ! alas ! Perpetua knew now that what- 
ever had been her wifely creed about practising no 
deceit between her husband and her religion, the time 
was come when, for her children's sake as well as her 
own, she must equivocate and conceal So true were 
the words of our Lord, " And the brother shall de- 
liver up the brother to death, and the father the 
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child : and the children shall rise up against their 
parents, and cause them to be put to death. And a 
man's foes shall be those of his own household." 
Ponticus and his sister exchanged sympathetic glances 
as Publius declared his determination to assist the 
Emperor to the utmost of his power in rooting out 
the heresy, even though that course should entail the 
delivering up a member of his own family to justice. 

" What do you call heresy, father ? " said the little 
Eudoxia, who was listening with all the curiosity of 
childhood. 

" Heresy, my child, is denying our gods, and wor- 
shipping false ones. You are too young to know 
much about it, but you, Vestina and Ponticus, as well 
as your mother, must see to it that you are more 
diligent in your attendance at the tem]51e-v/orship. 
I cannot imagine what has made the Emperor doubt 
my adherence to our ancient faith. I know full well 
that I am no heretic, and so I assured him. But it 
seemed as if he did not doubt my fidelity to the gods 
— only that of my family. Ponticus, it can never be 
that your nonsensical obstinacy at the Lupercal, the 
other day, has come to the ears of the Government." 

" Are you sure that all our friends are true friends ? " 
said Perpetua. " Spies can do much to injure the 
reputation of a person or family, but false friends can 
do more." 

"As far as I know, my friends can all be relied 
upon, but that is not the chief question at issue. I 
can answer for myself that I have never swerved 
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from my allegiance to the gods, and I strictly require 
each of you to be doubly constant to our temple- 
services. My name, and that of my family, has 
hitherto been above the least breath of suspicion, and 
I wish it ever to remain so. As far as this new re- 
ligion is concerned, I am resolved to spare no effort 
to deliver its followers up to justice, even if I find 
them among the circle of my own family. That jus- 
tice will, I know, be stern and pitiless, for so it is de- 
termined, so I would have each of you see to it that 
you keep clear of this Galilean deception." 

A poor prospect this for the young believers ! As 
soon as the family council broke up, Vestina went off 
to her aunts with the unwelcome intelligence. This 
retired, quiet home was her refuge and haven under 
almost all circumstances. In perplexity she fled 
there for counsel ; in sorrow, for comfort ; in joy, for 
sympathetic gladness ; and in doubt or difficulty, for 
advice. Publius had retired to his study, Ponticus to 
his chamber, each to muse on the strange turn affairs 
had taken, and Perpetua was consulting with Felicitas 
as to the best steps to be taken to conceal their faith. 
Vestina knew not where to go, better than to her 
aunts, and there, as we have said, she accordingly 
went. 

"You must have been imprudent in speaking of 
your religion, Vestina," said Hortensia. "How 
otherwise should it come to the Emperor's ears } " 

" I cannot tell, aunt ; I only know that my father 
has been talking to us about it, and he insists on our 
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attending the temple-services more constantly than 
we have hitherto. I cannot think what is the mean- 
ing of it. Somebody must have acted as a spy, when 
we came from that service in the catacombs. My 
mother is now talking with Felicitas about it ; but 
poor Ponticus ! I don't know what he will do. Our 
two friends, Alexander and Epipodious, are cognizant 
of this change in his opinions, but whether or not they 
are friendly to him, I cannot tell." 

" I do not think we should rush into danger," said 
Honoria, " and while we are not to deny our Lord, 
we need not be talking on the subject of Christianity 
to everybody that may chance to cross our path. We 
ourselves should have taken bolder ground, had it not 
been for your father and his family. Two old women 
like ourselves, feeble and retired, are likely to be 
passed by without much comment — even if we never 
enter an idol-temple, which we have not done for years ; 
but your father is a public man, occupying a promi- 
nent post in Rome, and any defection in him or his 
family would be too glaring to be passed by without 
notice. But we do pray for him, and for you all, and 
have prayed for your conversion many years. We do 
trust that you will be saved, as a family, with the sal- 
vation Christ has purchased." 

" But, aunt, what can I do ? " said Vestina. " I do 
love Jesus, and more than that, my mother and Pon- 
ticus love Him too. How then can we obey my 
father's command to attend the idol-worship } " 

" I will not counsel you to attend, Vestina ; I dare 
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not," said Honoria ; " but leave the matter with God. 
He will give you all necessary wisdom and courage, 
and I doubt not but that you will be guided aright. 
Jesus has told us of this persecution in His Gospel, 
and we must look for it. Hitherto we have worship- 
ped in peace, while some of our Christian brothers and 
sisters have been imprisoned and tortured and killed. 
Our turn will surely come also, and we must expect \t. 
Still, we must not invite persecution, and then when it 
comes we may confidently expect God's grace to 
support and sustain us." 

" Will you read me the passage you refer to, aunt t 
I should like to repeat it to my mother, if I could re- 
member it," said Vestina, who was always ready to 
learn more about Christianity. 

" I will, Vestina," said Honoria, and turning to a 
richly carved writing-table, she touched a secret spring, 
and a drawer flew open. This drawer contained the 
precious manuscript Gospel. Taking it out, she read 
in a low, clear voice, the following passages : — 

" Beware of men : for they will deliver you up to 

their councils, and scourge you in their synagogues." 

"And ye shall be brought before governors and 

kings for my sake, for a testimony against them and 

the Gentiles." 

" But when they deliver you up, take no thought 

how or what ye shall speak : for it shall be given you in 

that same hour what ye shall speak." 

"And ye shall be hated of all men for my name's 

sake : but he that endureth to the end shall be saved." 
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" Whosoever shall confess me before men, him will 
I confess also before my Father which is in heaven." 

" But whoso shall deny me before men, him will I . 
also deny before my Father which is in heaven." 

" He that loveth father or mother more than me is 
not worthy of me : and he that loveth son or daughter 
more than me, is not worthy of me." 

" And he that taketh not his cross and followeth 
me, is not worthy of me." 

"And every one that hath forsaken houses, or 
brethren, or sisters, or father, or mother, or wife, or 
children, or lands, for my name's sake, shall receive 
an hundredfold, and shall inherit everlasting life." 

As Vestina went home she pondered over these 
words tearfully and anxiously ; and fervent supplica- 
tions went up to heaven that she might have strength 
to " confess Christ." 

On reaching home, she was accosted by Epipodious, 
who informed her of the conversation Ponticus had 
been carrying on with him and his friend. Vestina 
scarcely knew how to answer him, being ignorant of 
the fact that the religion of Jesus had become to him 
also a thing to be desired. Seeing her hesitation, 
Epipodious revealed this fact to her, and informed her 
that the arguments of Ponticus, the night after the feast 
of Lupercalia, when the matter was discussed in their 
sleeping-apartment, had taken root in their hearts. 
"And now," added he, "you need not fear to trust 
me, for I, too, am anxious to learn about Jesus ; and 
all that the Emperor can say or do will never deter 
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me from following out my convictions of right. Be- 
sides, Vestina, I have felt for a long time that there is 
no reliance to be placed on the fables of our mytho- 
logy; I want something more satisfying to my soul, — 
something which shall illumine the dark vista beyond 
this life." 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

• # 

" I have marked it well, — it must be true, 
Death never takes one alone, but two ; 
Whenever he enters in at a door, 
Under roof of gold or roof of thatch, 
He leaves it always on the latch, ^ 

And comes again ere the year is o'er." 

Longfellow. 

T T was evening. Priscilla came in, tired and sorrow- 
ful, from a fatiguing journey, undertaken on ac- 
count of Zillah's incessant entreaties. The good 
woman had gone across the city, into the Trastevere," 
or Jews' quarter, and had sought out Ephraim*s house. 
On obtaining admittance, which was granted cour- 
teously as became strangers, she was shown into the 
apartment occupied by Ephraim and Ruth. With a 
silent gravity they listened to her mission, and Ruth's 
heart beat high with hope that Ephraim would con- 
sent to the return of his daughter. But it was not to 
be. The stern Jew was stronger than the father, and 
he proved inexorable. Having heard Priscilla to the 
end, he informed her that on no consideration what- 
ever should Zillah be permitted to return to the home 
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of her parents, unless she first renounced all connec- 
tion with the Christian faith. This, the deaconess in- 
formed Ephraim, his daughter would not do ; and on 
receiving that assurance he repeated his determina- 
tion to renounce her for ever. Ruth tried to plead for 
her daughter, for she had missed her companionship 
sorely ; but he would hear nothing of the kind, and 
Priscilla had to return to her home, weary and foot- 
sore, to inform the waiting girl that her father had 
discarded her for ever, unless she would consent to 
return to Judaism. 

" That I can never do, " said she, sobbing. " I can 
never consent to deny my Lord. But how shall I 
remain here, a burden to you, and a stranger among 
you all } " 

" You are not a stranger, dear Zillah," said Priscilla 
" You are already to me as my own daughter ; and 
until your father will receive you as a Christian, not as 
a Jewess, you shall remain with me as my own child. 
I have no one else to lean on, and I am getting old. 
I feel the need of some one to lean upon, and to be to 
me as my own. Now, Zillah, you shall take this place 
if you will, and assist me in ministering to our sick 
saints." 

" But my mother, " said Zillah, " what will she do ? 
I did hope that my father would listen to you, and 
permit me to go home for her sake. I am happy 
here, but I know my mother is miserable, separated 
from me as she is. And I cannot help fearing that 
I am a burden upon you. I have no right to take 
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advantage of your kindness — a perfect stranger as I 
am, I have no claim upon you." 

" You have the claim that all poor, sick, or tried 
believers have upon those who are able to succour 
them. But do not give way to over-much sorrow. 
Remember that your father s heart is in God's hands, 
and He can turn it whithersoever He will. If it be 
good for you, He will so incline your father that he 
will welcome you back again to his heart and to his 
home ; if not, you must not repine that you are 
called upon to suffer. Some of the Lord's followers 
are brought first to know and love Him through suf- 
fering. I was. Some day, when you are willing, I 
will recount the history of my conversion to you." 

"Will you mind letting me hear it now.^" said 
Zillah, her large dark eyes fastened on the expressive 
features of the deaconess. " Will you mind telling 
me now ? I always thought, somehow or other, that 
you had known trial ; you have such a quiet, chastened 
way with you." 

So she had. You could not look into Priscilla's 
countenance, and mark its chastened, subdued expres- 
sion, without feeling sure that it had passed through 
the crucible of trial. Hers was one of those speaking 
faces that one meets occasionally, which compels you 
to look a second time, to satisfy your half-formed 
interest. Who has not met with such faces before 
now — in the street, in the mart, in the social gathering, 
or at the Sabbath service.? It is almost surprising 
how few handsome faces we meet, as we walk through 
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the world — as the word handsome generally goes. 
But there is another kind of beauty, which is more 
real, more deep, and more lasting, because it is the 
beauty of the mind and soul, peeping out through the 
lineaments of the countenance. We have come across 
faces of this kind occasionally that were quite a study. 
As you looked at each line and wrinkle — for some of 
these faces were elderly ones— you could almost trace 
the influence of the various scenes and circumstances 
through which they had passed. Sorrow left its print 
here ; hope, long deferred, here ; and trembling joy 
was depicted there ; so that the face which had grown 
old and wrinkled, only to a superficial eye, had been 
putting on heavenly beauty, year by year, to the eye 
of Him who " seeth not as man seeth," because the 
beauty of tried experience, of patient hope, and of 
loving confidence, is far more to Him than the love- 
liest countenance or fairest form ever celebrated in 
story or in song. Some of these faces are positively 
ugly, as far as symmetry of feature is concerned ; but 
for all that the symmetry of the soul, the charm of ex- 
pression which is there, is so striking that you cannot 
but pay homage to the prefious jewel enshrined in 
the mean casket. But when "they that are in the 
dust of the earth shall arise, " and these suffering, 
believing, despised, forgotten ones go forth, " arrayed 
in beauty not their own," then shall the mean casket 
be also glorified, and be made a temple meet for its 
inhabitant. 

Priscilla's face was, as we have said, one of these. 
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And as Zillah looked into it, she seemed drawn more 
and more to trust and love her newly found friend. 
Sitting down by the side of the young Jewess, Pris- 
cilla commenced the story of her life. 

" I was born in Judea," said she, " some sixty years 
ago, near Caesarea. My parents were strict Jews, and 
I was brought up to follow Judaism. But I remember 
that I was a thoughtful girl, and, amid all the forms 
and ceremonies of the Jewish law, I used sometimes 
to think that they were unsatisfying to the soul, though 
I dared not put these thoughts into words. When a 
girl, I used frequently to hear about one Jesus, who 
was quite a young man — a carpenter by trade ; and 
who went about doing good. People said that he 
healed the sick, caused the blind to see and the lame 
to walk, raised the dead, and cast out devils ; but I 
never saw any of these wonderful things performed. 
He also announced that he was the Messiah — sent to 
deliver the people ; but the people generally rejected 
him ; for, as my father said, they looked for a heavenly 
prince who should inaugurate a spiritual and temporal 
reign in Jerusalem. But I remember seeing Jesus once 
— when on a visit to some relatives at Jericho. He 
was of a pleasant feature, and very benevolent, so that 
you needed not to fear speaking to him. There was 
a blind beggar sitting outside the city, who, when he 
knew that Jesus was passing by, cried out earnestly to 
him to restore his sight This he did, and the man 
walked about, able to see as well as other people. 
But many said that Jesus was a magician, and that 



PRISCILLA'S STORY, 



133 



he cast out devils by sorcery. However that may be, 
I was of the number who mocked and scorned him, 
and looked upon him as an impostor. 

"Time went by, and I heard one day that this Jesus 
had been put to death at Jerusalem, on a charge of 
sedition. Biit the circumstance was of no account to 
me ; for, as I have said, I deemed him an impostor. 
I was by this time married and settled at Corinth : 
besides, I had a young infant, a darling boy, who 
absorbed almost my every thought My husband was 
named Aquila ; he was a prosperous young tentmaker, 
and our married life was exceedingly happy. Shortly 
after hearing this report, unexpected business called 
my husband to Jerusalem, and as I had expressed a 
wish to see the capital, he arranged for me to accom- 
pany him, with my infant. We arrived in Jerusalem just 
before the feast of Pentecost, and there I heard that 
this Jesus had formed a little company of apostles 
and disciples, to whom, before his death, he promised 
the gift of a Spirit, which should enable them to speak 
strange tongues, cast out devils, and work miracles. 
We were likewise informed that he had really been 
crucified, but that strange signs and wonders had at- 
tended his death. The veil of the temple was rent 
from the top to the bottom, an earthquake filled the 
city with fear, and it became suddenly as dark as mid- 
night about the middle of the day, continuing so until 
three o'clock in the afternoon. The soldiers formed a 
guard over his body at the tomb where he was buried 
because his followers had represented that he would 
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rise again in three days. Strange to say, the body 
disappeared on the morning of the third day, and all 
Jerusalem was agitated by the matter. At the time 
of our visit there, the report most generally believed 
was, that his disciples had stolen him away by night. 
Then, again, it was said that certain dead bodies, 
which had been buried some time previously, had 
left their graves, and walked about the city. Besides 
this, some of his followers declared that they had seen 
and conversed with him since his resurrection, that he 
had led them out nearly to Bethany, and that he had 
ascended up into heaven from there. This and much 
more we heard during our visit to Jerusalem, but well I 
remember with what scorn we treated it. My husband 
was bitterly opposed to anything savouring of fana- 
ticism or imposture, and we laughed to scorn those 
who professed faith in Jesus Christ. 

"Two or three days after, the feast of Pentecost 
arrived, and some of the disciples of Christ began 
to preach to the people. Among the crowd who 
listened to them were my husband and I, but we 
heeded not their message : rather, we deemed them 
ignorant, unreasoning fanatics. But I remember well 
one of them, called Peter, whose preaching was ter- 
rible and startling. He seemed so brave and bold 
that he feared no man, and plainly told the Jews 
dwelling in Jerusalem that they had "crucified the 
Lord of glory" and that they and their children 
would have to be accountable for the deed. Many 
who listened to him believed his word, and, after 
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receiving baptism, were counted Christians — or ra- 
ther, followers of Jesus, because, now I think of it, 
the name " Christian" was not given until some time 
afterward. But Aquila and I were unmoved by his 
address. ' In the first place, we were not dwellers at 
Jerusalem, and, in the second place, if we had been, 
we should not have deemed his words worthy our 
serious attention, because of considering the Jesus of 
whom he spoke nothing more than a deceiver. So 
we returned to our abode in Corinth, and in course of 
time forgot all about Jesus Christ and his apostles ; 
and if ever our thoughts recurred to the wonderful 
stories current in Jerusalem at the time of our visit 
there, it was only to wonder at the credulity of those 
who trusted in them. 

" Time fled by, and I had two more darlings added 
to my family, — a girl and a second boy. I was a 
happy wife and mother, and deemed nothing wanting 
to make my lot more blessed. We were very well 
endowed with this world's possessions too, and I had 
no thought beyond the present. But God was about 
to be merciful to us, though He came to carry out 
His purposes of love in the midst of the storm and 
tempest. A strange epidemic visited the country, and 
my two eldest children fell victims to it. I thought I 
should have taken leave oif my senses, but amid all 
my sorrow I clung to my remaining child in a perfect 
agony of love and fear. I loved him as my own soul, 
so did my husband ; and we determined, if medical 
skill and parental care could save a child, that ours 
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should be saved. But our resolve was folly in His 
eyes, ** whose thoughts are not as our thoughts." Our 
third child was also seized, and in two short days he 
passed away, leaving us childless and crushed. For 
months I was as one walking in an unreal land ; my 
thoughts were far away with my buried ones, and I 
did my daily duties mechanically and without pleasure. 
I could scarcely bear the look of my own home, and 
only when Aquila was present was its solitude at 
all endurable. 

" In this state of mind my husband took me to 
my native place for a few weeks, hoping that the 
change would be productive of good ; for my mental 
and physical system was well-nigh shattered. While 
there, I came in contact with an elderly Jewess, who 
was a believer in Christ. She had never visited 
Jerusalem, but was fond of hearing me tell about the 
city. As I recounted the strange things said to have 
happened there just at the time of our visit, she 
listened with redoubled eagerness, and especially to 
those portions of Peter's sermon which I recalled to 
mind. She then informed me of her attachment to 
this same Jesus, and told me that he alone could heal 
my broken heart. I heard, almost without caring how 
or what I heard, for I deemed her self-deceived ; but 
gradually some words which she repeated as sayings 
of this same Jesus took hold of my heart. The saying 
which attracted me first was this : " Come unto me, all 
ye that are weary and heavy laden, and I will give you 
rest. Take my yoke upon you, and learn of me; for I am 
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meek and lowly in heart: and ye shall find rest unto 
your souls. For my yoke is easy, and my burden is 
light." These words seemed to comfort me beyond 
expression ; and almost before I was aware, I learned 
to listen to the old woman's account of her Lord and 
Master with delight Very soon I grew to love Him 
too, and that faith which had been my solace in sor- 
row, now became a very precious thing for all time. 
" When Aquila came to fetch me home, he was 
pleased to find that my sorrow was so much alleviated, 
but little did he imagine the cause. By slow degrees 
I unfolded to him the change in my faith, and, as I 
expected, he was at first exceedingly angry with me. 
By-and-by, however, as I told him more of Christ, he 
began to feel kindly towards the new religion, and 
soon after, hearing some of the disciples preach, he 
renounced his old faith, professed Christianity, and 
joined the Christian Church at Corinth. After that 
we had many wanderings, chiefly on account of our 
religion, for at times we had to encounter persecution, 
but sometimes, indeed, in the work of spreading the 
faith, and certain of the foremost disciples and apostles 
have been our guests. Paul has more than once re- 
sided under our roof for a season, and we taught the 
fiery, eloquent young preacher, Apollos, more of the 
things of God. Some two years since — just after we 
came to Rome to reside — my husband died, and I was 
left alone in this great heathen city. Still, I am not 
alone, for I work and wait until my Lord shall return, 
and I shall rejoin my beloved ones on high. During 
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these two years I have acted the part of a deaconess 
to the little church, and I have found in my work my 
greatest solace. And now I am only waiting, waiting 
for His appearance whom I love ; then I trust I shall 
be among those who shall be welcomed to His side, 
and owned as His redeemed ones. In my lonely 
position I have not many acquaintances, and per- 
haps it is better so. By avoiding false friends I avoid 
spies, and so I pass unnoticed through the world, look- 
ing and waiting for that blessed hope, — my Lord's 
appearing." 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

^UGtl^tx ^iMjjI^t ^jerbir^. 

" Far hath my spirit sought a place of rest, 
Long on vain idols its devotion shed : 
Some have forsaken, whom I loved the best, 
And some deceived, and some are with the dead." 

Mrs. Hemans. 

TDAUL had another visitor by this time, cheering his 
loneliness, and making his pseudo-imprisonment 
seem more homelike. Andronicus, his sister's son, 
his own eldest nephew, had come on a visit to Rome 
to see how it fared with his uncle. Our readers will 
remember that this young man was the means of sav- 
ing his uncle's life at Jerusalem, when the forty des- 
'peradoes bound themselves together by an oath not 
to eat or drink until they had killed Paul. Andronicus 
was a high-principled, amiable, lovable young man. 
His disposition and conduct were blameless ; but hav- 
ing been trained up in the Jewish faith, which was the 
faith of his parents, he could not sympathise with 
the Christian creed of his uncle. Indeed, to the youth, 
there was something fanatical about the Apostle ; 
something inexplicable in the fact that he should so 
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willingly endure imprisonment, hardship, and danger, 
for the sake of One whom he had heard spoken of by 
his mother as a crucified malefactor, crucified at Jeru- 
salem some years before Andronicus was bom. Still 
there was such a nobleness, such an utter abnegation 
of self, such an entire absence of self-conceit, in Paul, 
that the young man felt drawn towards him by a strange 
loving reverence. Since coming to Rome, Andronicus 
had learnt something more of the Christian religion ; 
he had learnt to view it in a somewhat different light 
than of yore, and his uncle's instructions had taken 
deep root. I think few receive the Gospel so readily 
and honestly as those who are newly brought under 
the power of it. Many a one who has for years dwelt 
under its sound is so accustomed to it, " Gospel-hard- 
ened," if you will, that no mesage seems to reach them, 
no arrow seems to penetrate between the thick, close 
joints of their armour ; while another, whose lot has 
hitherto been remote from the Word, receives it gladly : 
so it was with Andronicus. He had come on an 
errand of kindness from his mother, thinking only of 
his uncle's temporal welfare ; and the errand was made 
conducive to his salvation. New as the Gospel was 
to him, it was also exceeding sweet, and he received 
the Word with gladness. 

In his house Paul often had gatherings of the Chris- 
tians, and, what was strange, the Roman government 
did not hinder these gatherings, although they might 
easily have done so, seeing that Paul was under the 
constant supervision of a soldier. He was " in bonds/* 
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for he was fettered day and night to his guard, and 
yet by a strange anomaly he was free, free to proclaim 
to all who came the new and glorious religion of his 
Master. Aristarchus dwelt with him, for he was re- 
tained also in captivity ; but being a less important 
personage than Paul, he was permitted to go about 
freely. Onesimus also occupied a place in the little 
family, and received daily instruction in Christianity, 
while acting in the capacity of a servant. The new 
atmosphere into which he had been transplanted acted 
as a stimulant to the oppressed young man. It was 
like a new world to him ; for, stunted and down-trodden 
as his faculties had been, it was something so new and 
strange to be taught, encouraged, and borne with, that 
he seemed suddenly to spring into new life. Slavery 
is the worst possible soil for right and true development. 
Few slaves have risen above their circumstances and 
surroundings ; but this runaway freak of his was des- 
tined in providence to affect him beneficially for all 
time. Besides Onesimus, Tychicus, a fellow- worker in 
the ministry, was sojourning under Paul's roof for a 
few days, previous to his departure into Asia, where he 
purposed doing the work of an evangelist for a time. 
Tychicus was anxious to hold some communion with 
the Roman church before proceeding on his mission, 
and, in consequence, the news had been spread among 
the little band by various secret agencies. About a 
month after Andronicus' arrival, about thirty-five or 
forty hearers crept in again, by twos and threes, into 
Paul's house, under cover of darkness. Among them 
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were Priscilla, Zillah, and Demas ; Perpetua, Vestina, 
Ponticus, Felicitas, Epipodious,and Alexander : for, as 
it fortunately happened, Publius was absent on a state 
errand, and the little circle could visit Paul unques- 
tioned, and some of the slaves from the palace. The 
two students, with Ponticus and Demas, had recently 
met frequently at Marcus' house for instruction in 
Christianity. These visits had of course been secret, 
having generally been made in the darkness of night, 
but they had borne good fruit. And the seed sown in 
the hearts of the two student friends by the hand 
of the boy confessor, had not been lost : from being 
scoffers at the religion of the Christians they had 
changed to anxious inquirers. 

Perpetua had grown in faith and knowledge since 
that first visit to her twin sisters-in-law. Vestina had 
also assisted her mother to understand the new and 
startling truths of the Gospel ; for in those days of sim- 
ple faith, any one who was in the least advanced in the 
knowledge of Christianity was regarded almost in the 
light of an oracle by the inquirers. 

And now they were to have a discourse from the 
lips of Tychicus, prior to his departing for Ephesus. 
He was about to carry with him an epistle from Paul 
to the Ephesian church. Tychicus was a fine, robust 
young man, well fitted to endure hardship, as indeed 
he had to do often ; his whole mien bespoke deep 
and fervent conviction of the truth of his message, 
and when he spoke you felt as if you must needs 
listen. After the customary hymn of praise to 
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Christ, Tychicus opened the roll of the prophet Isaiah, 
and commenced reading the fifty-third chapter. To 
some of the audience the words were familiar, but to 
others, and among them those connected with Perpe- 
tua's family, they were new and strange. After read- 
ing them, Tychicus proceeded to expound the chapter, 
and pointed out clearly how they applied to Christ. 
These primitive Christians were teachable and humble, 
receiving the truth with a pure unfeigned love of it ; 
and the sophistry of such doctrines as those recently 
promulgated among the Christian Churches of our day 
had not permeated their minds. Most probably, if 
you had informed them that this wonderful prophecy 
referred to Jeremiah instead of to Jesus, you would 
have met with the indignant negative, a negative 
prompted by honest unquestioning faith. And after 
all, which think you is best ? The simple confiding 
faith of the primitive churches, or the half-sceptical, 
semi-doubting belief of the present age ? If " doubt 
cramps energy," then give us the diffusive zeal, the 
warm-hearted consecration, the unquestioning grasp 
of truth which distinguished the early Church ; for had 
it not been so with them, the word of the Lord would 
not have flourished as it did, even though bonds, pri- 
sons, and martyrdom obstructed its progress. 

On returning home, Epipodious escorted his cousin 
Vestina, conducting her a little apart from the rest. 
For some time past their friendship had been very 
constant. Vestina had regarded Epipodious merely 
as a fellow-inquirer after the new faith, nearer to her. 
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of course, by virtue of his relationship, but in no other 
sense specially attractive ; in truth, although at that 
age when young ladydom begins to dream about the 
future, painting it in the most glowing colours, her 
mind had been too much absorbed by higher and no- 
bler subjects to entertain many feelings of that kind. 
Although thrown daily in Epipodious' society, she had 
never dreamed of love, but the young man had. lie 
could not close his eyes to the fact that Vestina was 
one of the most accomplished young ladies of Romu, 
a scion of one of Rome's best families, distinguished 
both by birth and fortune ; while beyond these con- 
siderations rose the far higher one, if he professed to 
be a Christian himself, was it not his duty to choose a 
partner who should help and encourage him in the 
thorny path of Christian profession ? 

" Vestina," said he, as he walked home by her side, 
" do you love this Jesus Christ ? Have you leamcfd 
thoroughly to confide in Him, and to renounce every 
other idol for Him ? " 

" Yes, cousin, I think I have for a long time past," 
replied she. 

" Indeed ! I was not aware that you had followed 
Christ long," he said. ** I fancied that your faith was, 
like my own, of recent adoption." 

"No, no, cousin. On the contrary, I have been 
learning about the Saviour for a long time past, but 
secretly, as you may suppose. We could not confess 
our faith when it was not needed, for fear of meeting 
with false friends, if not open enemies, you know." 
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"And quite right, too. But you need not have 
exercised this caution with me, Vestina," he said. " I 
have for some time been seeking this same Jesus." 

" How long.? " inquired Vestina. 

" Nearly four months, now. Ponticus was the first 
instrument in the work. Had it not been for him, I 
should doubtless have remained as I was, destitute of 
the knowledge of Christ, and deeming the Christian 
faith, in my worldly wisdom, a piece of strange impos- 
ture. But the day that I found him in the garden 
with you, lingering about as if unwilling to attend 
the Lupercalia, I reasoned with myself as to the why 
and wherefore of his strange behaviour. I asked him, 
but could not gain from him the reason of his unwill- 
ingness ; but at night, after the Saturnalia was over, 
he told Alexander and me the cause of his dislike to 
the feast. We could not quite appreciate his motives 
then, for we deemed him self-deceived, but he rea- 
soned with such power and clearness concerning his 
newly found faith, that we were convinced in spite ol 
ourselves." 

" Did you at once believe in the truth of the Chris- 
tian religion ? " asked Vestina. 

" Yes, in an abstract sense ; but ere long we began 
to read and learn and listen for ourselves. Then Pon- 
ticus took us to Marcus, and occasionally to the great 
apostle himself, where we learnt more and more of the 
truth of religion. Very soon we grew to love it, and, 
speaking for myself, I can truly say that noW I esteem 
it beyond all price." 

lo 
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" But whatever you do, cousin," said Vestina, " keep 
all this secret from my father. I regret to say that he 
is at present most bitterly opposed to Christianity. 
He has warned us more than once that the Emperor 
is determined to stop the progress of the new faith, 
and that not only will he aid him in it, but that he 
would instantly deliver any member of our own family 
up to justice, were he to discover that the Christian 
heresy was entertained among us. So please be care- 
ful, both for your sake and ours." 

" You may depend I will, Vestina, and for your sake 
above all the rest." 

Vestina glanced up quickly, an unspoken " What 
do you mean ? " rising to her lips, but repressed as 
quick as thought. As she glanced up in. the semi- 
darkness, for it was the twilight of a soft summer night, 
she saw his face bent down on her own with looks of 
profoundest respect. She turned away quickly, for 
that one look had revealed to her almost intuitively 
that Epipodious loved her. 

" Vestina," said he, " I have been going to ask you 
a question for some time, but have feared to do so. 
Now, however, that I know you are of one mind with 
me, and that we are one in the bond of a common faith, 
I have more courage to do so. Besides which, I feel 
more and more that when I go out into the world, as 
I soon shall do, if I have not one whose sympathies 
blend with mine, in religious matters, that I must fall 
away. In short, dear Vestina, will you be my wife.^ 
Do not say that it is a bold request. You know me. 
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and may trust me. I have loved you a long time in 
secret, but dared not avow my love until now. But 
now that we are one in Christ Jesus, let us be one also, 
my dear cousin, in the closest relationship of life." 

Epipodious* tongue had run on, he scarcely knew 
whither, and now that he had checked himself, he 
hardly knew what he had said. He only knew that 
Vestina had not seemed angry with him. 

" Ssiyjyes, dearest Vestina," he urged again. 

For answer, she placed her right hand in his, and 
looking up with a significant emphasis, said, " Subject 
only to the will of my father." 

Those of my readers who have once been in love 
can enter into Epipodious* feelings. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

Wit H^xMii l^xtiimtaix—Vit 5^tart 'm life. 

*' A youth rode forth from his childhood's home, 
Through the crowded paths of the world to roam. 
And the green leaves whispered, as he passed. 
Whither thou dreamer, away so fast ? 

Under the arch by our mingling made, 
. Thou and thy brother have gaily played. 
Ye may meet again where ye met of yore, 
But as ye have met, — oh I never more." 

UBLIUS heard Epipodious' request with gravity 
and consideration. The young man urged his 
suit with all the ardour of youthful love, feeling en- 
couraged by the kind attention which Publius gave 
him. The Roman had, since his return, noticed more 
particularly the evident attachment existing between 
his daughter and the young man, but seeing nothing to 
disapprove of in the connexion, had tacitly agreed 
to it. And while, of course, as a father, he had respect 
to his daughter's future position as the wife of Epipo- 
dious, let it be said, to the lasting honour of the old 
Romans generally, that " mariages d la mode " were 
almost unknown among them. These old patrician 
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fathers of the first century, could well have put to the 
blush some modem ones, who sell their children's 
happiness for gold. 

"I intend returning to Athens, and after that to 
travel for some time in Asia, before marrying," said 
Epipodious. " There are some family matters which 
require my presence at home. After I return, with 
your consent, I shall come to claim my bride." 

" I give her to you, Epipodious," returned the old 
Roman, " with the persuasion that I am giving her to 
a man worthy of her. She has been blameless as a 
daughter, and I know will continue so as a wife. 
Only, one thing I must charge you, and as that is not 
exactly relevant to the subject, you may perhaps 
think that I had better have left it untouched. But, 
nevertheless, I shall merely do my duty by naming 
it. You must have heard of this new religion of Jesus 
Christ, which is professed in secret by so many. I 
am in a position to know that it is spreading, indeed, 
far too quickly, for the Emperor is determined to 
crush it out of his dominions. If you get contami- 
nated by this heresy, you will be a proscribed man, 
and I could not give Vestina to you. Therefore keep 
clear of it ; if you do not, then Rome will bring you 
persecution, trouble, and extermination, instead of 
honour, wealth, or happiness." 

What could Epipodious say ? What would you 
have said had you been in his place i Would you 
have said the word that was certain to dash all your 
hopes, and render you obnoxious in the eyes of the 
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very man you sought to propitiate ? Would your 
faith and courage have been equal to the task of resign- 
ing all that seemed worth having on earth, because cf 
your religion, especially if that other was like-minded 
with yourself — ^although secretly, because of threat- 
ened persecution ? And while doing this, you would 
also have sealed the destruction of that loved one. 
Epipodious' faith and courage were not equal to it, 
whatever yours would have been. 

Perpetua was sorry and yet glad at this contem- 
plated marriage of her daughter. Sorry, because of 
parting with a child who had been to her, daughter, 
sister, and friend, and yet glad, because her child 
would be married "in the Lord." Troublous times 
were coming upon the Church. The horizon was dark 
and cloudy, and it needed not the eye of a prophet to 
discern the signs of the times. Persecution was loom- 
ing in the distance : men in authority were resolutely 
determined to " crush out " the heresy ; and the 
humble, despised Christians were fearing what would 
come upon them. Under these circumstances, Per- 
petua felt thankful that Vestina would have a partner 
whose counsel and example would be on the side 
of right and truth, whose knowledge would assist in 
guiding her trembling and uncertain footsteps into the 
way of peace, and whose love would prompt him to 
dare all dangers on her behalf. Mothers of enlight- 
ened. Christian England I do you see to it that your 
daughters shall marry ** only in the Lord," as this 
newly awakened pagan mother did ? 
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Alexander was also about to travel, though into 
other climes than those chosen by his friend. Spain 
and Gaul presented greater attractions than the storied 
lands of the East. Being intended for commercial pur- 
suits, he purposed applying his mind to trade, and, 
after completing his preparatory travels, intended re- 
turning to Rome, there to engage in some form of 
commerce. Ponticus, being much younger than either 
of the young men, would still remain at his studies, 
his father designing him for the army, then the usual 
choice of the sons of the nobility. 

On the following evening a little company met at 
Marcus* house, to receive the ordinance of baptism. 
The apostle himself ordinarily baptized none, only a 
few favoured ones had received the sacred rite at his 
hands : this duty being delegated to the presbyters 
or pastors presiding over the churches, who generally 
performed the ordinance in the presence of a few 
Christian friends. On this evening, however, a some- 
what numerous company had assembled to witness 
the public profession of faith about to be ratified by 
the young converts. Vestina and Zillah, Ponticus, 
Alexander, Epipodious, and Demas were to receive 
baptism. It was an exceedingly interesting occasion, 
and one fraught with the highest importance to the 
young people. It is no light thing, even in our day, 
for a well-cultivated, high-principled, sincere, sensitive 
person to " come out '* from the world, and acknow- 
ledge himself on the Lord's side. Few do this without 
experiencing an almost overwhelming sense of re- 



IS2 



VESTINA'S MARTYRDOM. 



sponsibility and trembling. But if it be so now, what 
must it have been in pagan Rome, in the midst of a 
wicked and idolatrous people, in whose nostrils the 
very name of Christian stank ! 

The ceremony was performed in a very simple 
manner. First, Marcus offered an extempore prayer, 
according to the practice of the primitive churches, 
standing, with eyes uplifted to heaven, and his hands 
stretched out in the form of a cross. Then, after 
unitedly singing a hymn, the six young candidates 
being arrayed in garments suitable for the occasion, 
advanced to the front, Vestina and Zillah being guided 
to their places by Priscilla. Marcus then proceeded to 
question them on their knowledge of the Christian re- 
ligion, and their belief in Christ. Having given their 
assent to the different doctrines of the Christian faith, 
they unitedly repeated after Marcus a form of abjura- 
tion of Paganism, worldly pleasures, and false faiths. 
Next followed a singular form of exorcism, in which 
Marcus commanded the unclean spirit to depart out of 
those who were thus resolved to dedicate themselves 
to the service of Christ From contemporary history 
we find that the early church founded this practice 
upon some explanation of our Lord's parting injunc- 
tion to his disciples. Next followed baptism itself, 
which was by immersion. In cases of sickness, bap- 
tism by sprinkling was substituted ; but if the person 
thus sprinkled happened to recover, he was generally 
rebaptized by immersion. 

Baptism over, the young converts retired to sepa- 
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rate apartments, attended by deaconesses and elders 
of the church, while the assembly sang another hymn. 
Presently they returned, wearing pure v/hitepalliums or 
cloaks, thrown over their other garments, in token of 
their renunciation of the world, and resumed their 
places in front of Marcus. The sacrament of the 
Lord's supper was then administered to the whole com- 
pany — the newly baptized converts being thus openly 
recognised as members of the visible church. Prayers 
for their steadfastness followed, and then Marcus made 
the sign of the cross on the forehead of each, inti- 
mating that they were to be strong and valiant in the 
cause of Christ. This practice sometimes brought 
them trouble, for it furnished a ground of accusation 
when brought before their enemies. Heathen spies, 
under the guise of pretending inquirers, would often 
gain access to these meetings, and then, catching hold 
of signs and ceremonies, which were, for the most part, 
unintelligible to them, would report that the Christians 
made the sign of the cross on their forehead, to inti- 
mate that they would fight for Jesus Christ against 
the Emperor. Sometimes, as a result of accusation 
and threatened persecution, the converts would recant ; 
but if they remained steadfast, the sign of the cross 
was burnt upon their foreheads with red-hot irons, as 
one part of their punishment. In after times more 
than one of that youthful band had to wear this fiery 
cross in defence of their faith. 

Very soon the assembly dispersed, and the baptized 
ones returned to their homes, there to renew in private 
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the vow they had witnessed in public. Within a day 
or two after, Epipodious and Alexander started for 
foreign lands — Alexander for Spain, and Epipodious 
for Athens, preparatory to going into Asia. Of course, 
a pretty constant correspondence was kept up between 
the young lovers, although, in those days, electric tele- 
graphs, steam-engines, and penny posts were not. 
Under the civilised rule of the Romans all the arts of 
peace were sedulously cultivated, and among then> 
the transmission of news or correspondence held no 
insignificant place. We cannot better delineate Epi- 
podious' feelings than by giving our readers part of the 
letter written about this time by him to Vestina. 

" I am again in Athens, Vestina ; Athens, 'the city 
of Minerva,' and while I rejoice with a natural joy at 
seeing my native city again, I cannot but feel how 
wholly it is given to idolatry. I feel very thankful that 
my footsteps were ever bent towards Rom<e, seeing that 
there I have found two treasures, one, the Gospel of 
Christ, and next to that, you, for my nearest and dear- 
est friend. For these two blessings, reaching, as they 
do, through time, far on into eternity, I thank our 
Lord Jesus Christ daily. I think my parents are sus- 
picious of a change in my opinions. They seem to 
watch me with an intenser interest, and every expres- 
sion that I may make use of, derogatory to the gods, is 
immediately caught at and commented upoa Look 
where I will, I am reminded that I am in a city of pa- 
gans, although I have, by dint of much perseverance and 
research, succeeded in discovering a small band of be- 
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lievers, a little church formed by the holy apostle Paul, 
on his visit here. I am told that he received much 
persecution here, although he acted with discretion, 
so that some who were almost persuaded of the truth 
of his reasoning wished to know more of his doctrine. 
One of my Christian friends has shown me the spot, 
in the Areopagus, where he stood, and discoursed to 
the people. You must know, Vestina, that on Mars' 
Hill, in this city, we have an altar erected *To the un- 
known God,* and it seems that the Apostle, when he 
saw this, informed the Athenians that the God whom 
they thus ignorantly worshipped was none other than 
Jehovah. Some of the poorer sort believed the word, 
and were formed into a little church, sijnilar to that 
with which we are now connected. It is with these 
humble forgotten ones that I now meet, from time to 
time, as a fellow-worshipper. 

" I intend starting for Ephesus next month, if the 
weather be favourable for sailing from hence. I am 
told that there is a Christian church there too, founded 
by Paul ; you may depend upon it I shall ascertain 
what particulars I can concerning it as soon as I 
arrive there. 

**I do not know how you feel, dear Vestina, but I feel 
as if I were living in a new and strange^ world; every- 
thing seems to wear a different aspect since I knew and 
believed Jesus of Nazareth to be the Saviour. At times 
I seem so ennobled and comforted at the thought of my 
relationship to Christ, that I question myself whether 
or not I am not walking in dreamland. It seems such 
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a sublime, unspeakable privilege to be called * sons of 
God/ that the mind fails entirely to grasp it. I only 
trust that I may be enabled to live as I ought to do 
in the midst of my pagan friends, that so, if it be the 
will of Christ, I may be instrumental in teaching some 
of them the way to Him. 

" Since leaving Rome I have been frequently asked 
if persecution against the Christians does not rage there. 
There seems to be an impression abroad that Nero 
intends no good to those who follow the new faith, and 
that the quietness you enjoy is only a brief lull before 
the coming storm. Well, if it be so, we must adopt 
the counsel of our Lord, who said, referring to such 
times as the§e, * When they persecute you in one city, 
flee into another.' But if death by martyrdom should 
come, then, dear Vestina, I believe we should both be 
strengthened to undergo the ordeal. Our faith would 
not be worth much if it were not worth dying for. 
Still, at our age, and with our prospects, life is very 
sweet, and if it were the will of the Lord, I would pre- 
fer spending the best years of that life with you. 

" After I leave Ephesus I shall go into Judea. I 
hear that that favoured land is in a state of revolt, and 
that Roman troops are multiplying there. If it be so, 
I trust that peace may soon be restored, and that the 
Jews may submit to the power that is at present their 
master. It will seem such a blessed privilege to travel 
over the very places where Christ once travelled, — to 
rest in the very villages and houses where He rested, 
and to recall incidents in His blessed life, bringing tlie 
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past again vividly before one's mind. Not long since, 
this would have been to me * foolishness/ but now I see 
things in a newer and clearer light. When I return 
from my travels, I purpose settling down in Rome with 
you, if it be safe to do so ; if not, to remove some- 
where else ; but wherever we may settle, I hope we 
shall be mutual helps to each other, and helpers in the 
work of the Gospel of Christ Farewell." 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

'* I tremble with a sense of grief to be.** 

" AA/HAT shall I do ? What can I do, to see my 
mother ? I know she will want me — perhaps is 
at this very moment longing sorely for my presence 
and help. It is cruel to separate a mother and child 
in this way." 

" Trust in God, Zillah," replied the deaconess. " I 
feel sure that your mother must be anxious to see 
you — the wish is natural ; but if she cannot contrive a 
plan to gain ycu admission there, we will try to cir- 
cumvent your father in some way or other. Were it 
not for your father's anger with me the other day, and 
his threat of exposing me to the government, I would 
not hesitate long about visiting your mother — if, in- 
deed, an interview were permitted me, — and then do 
my utmost to effect a reconciliation for you." 

"Will you try to do this now.^" interrupted Zillah, 
with all the ardour and impulsiveness of youth. " If 
you will, I shall bless you as long as I live. You can 
never know how dear my mother and I are to each 
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other. Our lives were bound up in each other, and I 
fear this dreadful separation has caused her illness." 

" I think I can understand something of that love, 
Zillah," replied the deaconess. " Do you think I can 
ever forget my own sweet babes, whom I left behind 
in the graves of Corinth ? Can a mother s heart ever 
cease to yearn over her lost ones ? When I can for- 
get them — not till then — I shall cease to realise the 
close tie between you and your mother," and the eyes 
of the Jewess filled with tears, as reminiscences of the 
past crowded into her mind. 

" Pardon me, my dear friend, my second mother," 
said Zillah. " I know you do not forget those fondly 
loved ones, but I am sometimes selfish in my grief, 
and overlook the sorrows of others. I will adopt any 
suggestion you think best, and try to exercise patience." 

But Zillah*s patience was of short continuance, for 
almost immediately she recommenced weeping. Demas 
had brought sorrowful news to Priscilla's house that 
day. As he still carried on his business near to 
Ephraim's, he was generally pretty well informed upon 
the family affairs of his betrothed ; and the infor- 
mation thus gained was regularly conveyed to Zillah. 
Demas had ascertained that Ruth had been ailing ever 
since her daughter's departure, and that her heart so 
yearned over her proscribed child, that it had seriously 
affected her health. Instead of improving she got 
worse, which indeed was no wonder, seeing that the 
gloomy atmosphere of Ephraim's dwelling was not 
calculated to impart cheerfulness to an invalid. More 
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than this, it was evident that her health was seriously 
undermined by her deep-seated trouble, and now she 
was confined to her room, unable to exercise the least 
supervision over her household. The domestics had 
the entire management under Ephraim's direction, 
while the daughter, whose mission it was to alleviate 
the sickness and brighten the home, was forbidden 
entrance there. On this morning she was holding 
counsel with Priscilla as to the best steps to be taken. 
Not very long before this Zillah had ventured to her 
father's door, and by means of bribing an old servant 
had gained admittance to her mother. But after 
about an hour's rapid and loving communion — ^her 
mother being even then unable to leave her couch — 
Ephraim unexpectedly returned, and with bitter ana- 
themas drove his daughter from the house. Thence- 
forward a stricter watch was kept over the poor woman ; 
and though Zillah had seen her father afterwards, and 
entreated permission to visit her mother, she could 
obtain admission no more. What then could be done ? 

" I think I know a friend who will help us," said 
Priscilla, after pondering a while in her thoughtful, 
quiet fashion. 

" Who, — ^who, dear Priscilla ? " asked Zillah, her eyes 
brightening with hope. 

" Vestina. I believe she will help us," returned the 
deaconess. " We must prevail on her to go and ask 
permission to visit Ruth. She can do so in the 
character of a lady anxious to do good. She can 
then discover herself to your mother, and be the bearer 



A DANGEROUS ERRAND, igj 

of any message you may wish to send. When Ruth 
once knows that Vestina is connected with you, we 
shall be able to carry on communication very easily/' 

" But perhaps my father may refuse her admission." 

" Not to a Roman lady of high degree like Ves- 
tina. The Jews know they are in Rome too well for 
that.'* 

" It may be, but you do not know my father. He 
is stubborn and unyielding to the last degree. If he 
was ever bent on anything, we could never turn him 
from it, entreat him how we would." 

" Well, we can but try, Zillah. I will see Vestina, 
and gain her promise to go : we shall then see how 
your father receives her. It may be that in this way 
your poor mother will learn of Jesus, — it may be." 

Not many days sped by before the deaconess sought 
an interview with Vestina. According to expectation, 
she entered at once warmly into the plan, and made 
arrangements for visiting the "Trastevere" on the 
following afternoon. This was a quarter of the city 
totally unknown to her, and Demas promised to act 
as guide to within a safe distance from Ephraim's 
house, when he was to withdraw, so as to avoid the 
chance of detection. 

On the following day the sun had passed the meri- 
dian when Vestina and Felicitas, escorted by Demas, 
wended their way towards the Jews' quarter. The 
change from the quarter of the city in which Vestina 
lived was not less marked, perhaps more so, than that 
from the West-end of our own metropolis to Bethnal 

II 
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Green, Wapping, or Spitalfields : the locality in which 
Ephraim resided, being as little familiar to the patrician 
young lady as the East-end districts are to many a 
frequenter of Kensington and Rotten Row. But, by 
the way, it would do much towards healing many of 
the bitter feelings and festering sores of humanity, if 
some of these leaders of tcm were to cultivate a little 
closer acquaintance jvith their poverty-stricken and 
guilt-stained sisters in these districts. "Passing by 
on the other side," however convenient for the " upper 
ten," only tends to harden hearts, to widen the great 
gulf lying between^ the two classes, to create a deep 
feeling of antagonism and hatred on the one side, 
and proud scorn and disgust on the other, in place of 
the mutual sympathy and respect which should exist 
Not less blameworthy is that pious Phariseeism which 
folds the garments of self-righteousness and long 
prayers round it, while it keeps itself proudly aloof 
from these erring sinning ones, whose feet have stum- 
bled wearily on the path of life. Place some of these 
good folks in the same circumstances, and it would 
be questionable if they would long retain either self- 
righteousness or long prayers, to say nothing of their 
moral state before the Searcher of hearts. Society- 
seems so constituted that these things seem impe- 
rative, but sometimes, when the heart turns away, 
sickened and sad and doubting, from the tales of want, 
sin, vice, and wrong which multiply around us, we 
wonder if — if, somewhere in God's universe things are 
different ; K—i/, in the millennium, about which some 
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of US dream and hope and talk so much, these " former 
things will be done away." 

However, to return. Vestina found out Ephraim's 
house, and succeeded in gaining admission. Her 
knock at the door was answered by Leah, an old do- 
mestic, who had spent her girlhood and prime in the 
service of the family, and who was now in consequence 
looked upon as general directress and housekeeper. 
She looked somewhat surprised at the two visitors, 
and bent on each a scrutinising glance, as much as to 
inquire their errand there, but discreetly said nothing. 

On entering, Vestina said, " Is not your mistress 
very ill ? " 

" Yes, madam," replied Leah. 

" Can I see her ? I sometimes see sick people. I 
am a Roman lady ; my father is in office under the 
Emperor : but being acquainted somewhat with your 
family, I should like to see your mistress." 

Leah paused a moment. Her reverence for Roman 
power and Roman prestige was great, but it seemed 
very awkward for her that Ephraim should happen 
just then to be from home. She mentioned this to 
Vestina; but on that lady suggesting that she should 
ask her mistress's consent, Leah led the way to Ruth's 
sleeping apartment, followed by Vestina and Felicitas. 

Ruth's chamber was a long, low room, ornamented 
-with some costly representations of the Tabernacle 
and Temple, besides views of Jerusalem, " the holy 
city," and other towns in the land of Judea. On a 
low couch, covered with white hangings, at the far end 
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of the room, lay a pale, suffering, attenuated form. 
Going in from the broad glare of daylight, Vestina 
could not at first distinguish the invalid through the 
gloom which prevailed. Leah stepped up to Ruth, 
and whispered a few words. Her mistress then di- 
rected her to place seats for the visitors, which she 
did, and immediately withdrew to keep watch that no 
intruders should entej: during the visit. Vestina sat 
near Ruth, but Felicitas kept in the background. 
Her duty was accomplished in accompanying her 
young mistress on this errand, but the specific nature 
of the errand was unknown to her. 

Ruth looked at her young visitor with a wondering 
glance, but presently broke silence by saying, in a 
low and feeble voice, " To what am I indebted, lady, 
for this unexpected visit ? " 

Vestina judged it best to come at once to the plain 
truth of the matter, so she said, "To the fact 
that I am acquainted with your banished daughter, 
Zillah, who is a Christian. I am a Christian too, but 
for the present I must not tell you my name. Your 
daughter, however, knows me well, and if she comes 
here she will tell you who I am. Not many even- 
ings since we were, baptized together into the same 
faith, and because of this I thought I would try to 
help her. Demas has informed her of your long- 
continued illness, but as her father so peremptorily 
rejected her when she came here once and begged 
to see you, a little time ago, she fears to try again. 
So I am come, bearing her love — undiminished by 
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absence. Were it possible, she would flee to you at 
once." 

" I did not know of her coming here, " said Ruth, 
eagerly. " How is it that this has been kept a secret 
from me ? If I had known it, I would have insisted 
on seeing her. Are you sure that she really came 
here ? " 

" Quite sure. Ephraim was exceedingly angry with 
her, and refused her admission." 

" Ah ! he can never forgive her denial of the Mes- 
siah, and her adoption of a Nazarene malefactor as her 
Saviour. I know not what induced her to change the 
religion of her people, but this I know, I would give 
all I possess to have her here again — for she is my 
only child. You cannot tell what I have suffered, 
separated from her in this way. I am ill and dejected 
and lonely, but an hour of her presence will benefit 
me more than all the world beside. Oh ! you cannot 
fathom the deep, fond yearning that I have after her. 
I must see her before I die. Are you a mother, lady } " 

" I am not," replied Vestina, " but I can and do 
feel for you in these sad circumstances. Zillah 
desired me to convey to you her undying love, and 
to ask if you could not contrive some way for her to 
see you." 

" Oh, yes. I will. I must. You cannot imagine 
my feelings, lady, for none but a mother could enter 
into them. She was my only child, and my heart's 
idol. Perhaps I loved her too fondly — at any rate, 
she was nearly all I had to dote upon : and you must 
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become a mother before you can fathom a mother's 
undying love." 

She was right. Motherhood is one of the tenderest, 
grandest things in human nature. Many a careless, 
frivolous girl has been transformed into a thoughtful, 
sensible woman by the dower of maternity. It un- 
locks a new fount of feeling, and draws out all that 
is self-denying, noble, and disinterested in our fallen 
natures. Many a young wife, bending over the tiny 
garments destined for a still tinier form, has learnt les- 
sons of the deepest reverence, love, and purity, because 
of the new and sacred tie formed between her and the 
mysterious little life confided to her keeping. And 
so sacred a thing is it, that while married love may 
grow dead, and fade away into a thing of the past — 
and fraternal love be buried in oblivion ; while even a 
father's heart may perchance be turned against the 
son of his youth — a mother's love nei^er dies. Next 
to God's wonderful love, it is the most sacred thing on 
earth. 

" I can sympathise with you, though I cannot under- 
stand it. But if it will comfort you at all, I may tell 
you that she is quite well, and cared for with almost 
maternal care by our good deaconess Priscilla, at 
whose house she is living. But my chief errand here 
is to try and arrange a meeting between you. Do 
you think your husband would consent to her coming, 
seeing you are so ill ?" 

" I fear he will hot I fear : but I will try to do my 
best. If he will not consent, I must get her here by 



A DANGEROUS ERRAND. 



167 



stratagem, for I cannot die without seeing her. I fear 
that I am sinking; indeed, I hav6 been ailing ever 
since- her departure, and something seems to tell me 
that I am not long for earth. But I will ascertain 
her father's mind on the subject, and communicate 
with you through Demas. Will you come to see me 
again, lady ? It is so refreshing to hear news of a 
long-lost daughter." 

" I will come to see you soon. But I trust that 
before I come again you will be permitted to see a 
more welcome visitor." So saying Vestina rose to go. 
She had remained quite as long as prudence per- 
mitted ; for Ephraim was now likely to return at 
any time. 

The two women regained the street, where they 
found Demas loitering about, suspiciously eyeing a 
figure that had appeared and vanished several times 
in the vicinity, as if waiting for some one. The figure 
was that of a young man, clad in the ordinary Ro- 
man habit, and from his general' appearance seemed 
to belong to the ranks of the nobility. He had not 
spoken to Demas, but from his keeping such a diligent 
watch over Ephraim's house, that young man con- 
cluded that he was on the look-out for Vestina. He 
was not deceived ; for as he was guiding Vestina and 
her attendant back to their residence, and before he 
had time to intimate his suspicions, the young noble 
overtook the little party, and accosted Vestina. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

*' Verily, I swear *tis better to be lowly bom, * 

And range with humble livers in content, 

Than to be perked up in a glistening grief, 

And wear a golden sorrow." 

Shakespeare. 

'W'ESTINA turned in surprise, and confronted the 
young man. She soon recognised him to be 
Fulvius, a wealthy, dissipated- young noble, and a 
would-be suitor for her hand. Some time previously 
he had vainly made proposals for her, but his moral 
character and status in refined society was such that 
he was indignantly rejected. This rejection had in- 
censed him dreadfully, without, however, cooling his 
attachment for her. Publius and Perpetua both held 
him in abhorrence because of his ill name, and this 
antipathy had been inherited by the children. Pos- 
sessing one of those sullen, revengeful natures which 
neither forgives nor forgets, Fulvius had long been 
dogging Vestina's movements, with the determination 
to win her if he could. Recently it had come to his 
knowledge that she was attached to Christianity, and, 
by following up the clue he had obtained, he disco- 
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yered that she had publicly identified herself with the 
Christians. This knowledge he determined to wield 
over her as an instrument of terror ; and seeing her 
that afternoon in company with a Jew, visiting in 
the " Trastevere," he at once jumped to the conclusion 
that she was doing the work of a professed Christian 
visitor among the sick members of the order. This 
conclusion, as our readers know, was only too correct, 
and Fulvius was the kind of man to follow up a sus- 
picion of this kind remorselessly and pitilessly. 

" So, Vestina, you are not only a professed follower 
of the Christian heresy, but employed also in spread- 
ing its detestable doctrines among others. A very 
suitable employment, truly, for a daughter of one of 
the Emperor's senators/' he sneered, in a mocking, 
cruel kind of tone. 

" What do you mean ? " said Demas, angrily, with 
all the fire of his young manhood blazing up angrily 
into his face. " What do you mean by such an insult ? " 

"Stand back, fellow — JewT Fulvius added in a 
contemptuous tone. " Do not presume to offend me, 
or it will be the worse for you. I am a Roman 
noble ; your mistress knows me, if you do not" 

Alas ! she did but too well, and, with a faltering 
tone, she begged Demas to curb his righteous indig- 
nation for her sake. Demas would have enjoyed 
knocking the fellow down, considering himself justified 
in so doing; for though a Jew, he could neither endure 
nor submit to Roman insolence. Deeming himself 
guardian of Vestina, as well as her attendant for the 
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time being, he was quite ready to avenge this daring 
insult. Vestina trembled with terror: she had rea- 
son to know that Fulvius was a cold, cruel man — 
wicked and heartless to the core ; and yet he had 
been so captivated by her beauty and retiring gentle- 
ness, that he was bent on obtaining her in marriage. 
For some time past his persecutions had ceased, and 
Vestina indulged the hope that he had forgotten her 
for some fresh fancy. Vain hope ! he had only been 
lying in wait like a lion, and, now that the opportunity 
presented itself, she knew but too well what to expect 
She felt something like the fabled dove when fasci- 
nated by the glitter of the serpent's eye, while Felicitas 
stood wondering and fearing the denouement. 

" So you are a Christian, too," he said. " Was it 
for this that you forsook me i Was it for this that 
you would not wed a pagan } *' 

" I never loved you, Fulvius — you knew that welL 
If I could have loved you, I would have done so — 
indeed I would.*' 

" Would you } " he rejoined, softening. " I thought 
you hated me." 

" Oh, no ! I did not hate you : I do not hate you 
now. But love — ^the love for which you ask — is another 
thing." 

" Will you try to give it i Will you try to love 
me now } " he urged, as if desirous of gaining a last 
chance. 

" I cannot promise that," she said. 

His brow clouded over, and his countenance grew 
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angry and dark. Drawing nearer to Vestina, he 
whispered, almost like a hiss, " If you will not pro- 
mise that, I will promise you that your Christianity 
shall be known in the right quarter. You know the 
end of that. You know full well, without my telling 
you, that martyrdom is sometimes the result of ad- 
herence to that faith. Would you like to increase the 
number of those who throw away their lives ? *' 

" No more of this, Fulvius," she said, as if gaining 
courage from despair. " No more of this. What you 
have to say to me, say in the presence of my father. 
It is not becoming in you to stop me now in the 
public street. I cannot discuss Christianity here. 
Suffice it to say, that what I believe, I believe ; and, 
if need be, will die for it." 

" And you sAa/l die for it, if you will not wed me," 
Fulvius replied. " You know that I have loved you 
for years ; and if you spurn me, by Jupiter, you shall 
suffer." So saying, he turned away, down a side 
street, and left the trio to finish their journey. 

Demas' indignation was intense. An insult received 
by himself would have been instantly resented ; for, 
earnest convert that he was, he had not as yet im- 
bibed much of the spirit of that command which en- 
joins a persecuted disciple to turn the other cheek to 
the smiter, or to give the coat if the cloak be taken 
away. He would have been far more likely to return 
the blow, and to sue for the cloak. You do not often 
see the meeker virtues of Christian character developed 
in full-blown beauty at this premature stage of Chris- 
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Vestina read the tablets with something of the 
same feeling which a person might be supposed to 
experience while sitting over a secret mine. Know- 
ii^ the character of the man, she felt sure that he 
was capable of doing anything. And who could help 
or counsel? Her father was adverse to her princi- 
ples, Epipodious was in another land, and her only 
near friends were weak, fearful women. Dropping the 
tablets on the couch beside her, she burst into tears. 

" Do not be alarmed, dear mistress," said Felicitas. 
" I knew the messenger was from that bold, bad man, 
but our God is omnipotent He can do you no harm, 
unless our heavenly Father permit him." 

"It is from him, Felicitas," said Vestina, "and 
what to do I know not. You don't know Fulvius 
so well as I do. He is a bad unscrupulous man, and 
will spare no effort to injure me and those connected 
with me, if I do not consent to a union with him." 

"But you will never do that, mistress?" said 
Felicitas, horrified at the bare idea. " You will never 
surely consent to be unequally yoked with an un- 
believer. You know what the holy apostle says con- 
cerning that. Sooner than that, I would die the 
martyr's death." 

" Do you think you could really face martyrdom ? " 
inquired Vestina, looking up earnestly into the old 
woman's face. " I sometimes think I could not." 

" Face martyrdom ! Yes, mistress, I think I could 
do that now, I know I am weak and sinful, — I know, 
too, that I do not try to honour my Lord enough. 
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and not long since the • thought of dying was very 
terrible to me. Much as we may realize the solemnity 
of living, walking, and acting daily in God's sight, 
it is yet a thousand times more solemn to die and go 
personally into His presence. But lately I have come 
closer to Jesus, somehow, and I seem to realize my 
oneness with Him so much that I think I should not 
now fear to die. For, you see, death is only the gate 
of life ; and when I leave earth I shall be in heaven. 
So that now I would not fear to die, because, even if 
it be through martyrdom that I get to heaven, it would 
be soon over." 

" I wish I could feel like you," rejoined Vestina. 
"I don't think if I were at once put to the test of 
martyrdom that I should continue steadfast ; but I 
ought to do so, and, in fact, it may not be very long 
before I am put to this test. Fulvius threatens me 
with it, if I will not deny my faith, and marry him ; 
but I cannot do it." 

" I hope you never may," replied Felicitas. " And, 
indeed, if any of us must soon suffer martyrdom, God 
grant that I may suffer rather than you. I am a poor 
slave-woman, with very few ties to detain me on 
earth ; but you are young and accomplished, and 
naturally looking forward to enjoying a long and 
pleasant life with the husband of your choice ; there- 
fore I trust that Fulvius may not succeed in his 
wicked schemes. And surely, if Jesus Christ tells us 
that our very hairs are all numbered, it cannot be that 
He is ignorant of any design to injure His followers." 
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"I should think not. But you see the difficulty- 
lies in my having no powerful friend to consult. My 
father could frustrate Fulvius' schemes, were it not 
for the fact that they would be levelled against my 
Christianity. And you know how he hates the very 
name of it, and has even threatened to deliver any of 
us up to the Emperor who should become attached 
to the new faith. Mine is indeed a thorny path.'* 

And the Christian's path in Rome was thorny 
just then. The new faith had spread and spread, 
until, as we find in a letter written by a contemporary 
historian, its followers were to be found " in the camp, 
the palace, the court, and the market-place," in such 
numbers that every second person might have been 
justly regarded as a Christian. Consequent upon 
this spread of the faith, persecution increased, and 
Christianity retired to Rome's most secret corners. 
Nero was beginning to show symptoms of his cruel, 
unfeeling disposition. In the earlier parts of his reign 
he was known to be somewhat weak-minded, and 
inclined to the side of mercy ; but it seemed as if his 
baser passions had gained strength by the lapse of 
years, for at this epoch in our story persecution burst 
out with unrelenting cruelty towards all who dared 
to dissent from the established pagan worship. Feli- 
citas was soon to suffer martyrdom. She had not 
gained her new-found confidence long before it was 
to be tried. How she passed through the ordeal we 
shall soon have to tell. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

^mxmQ ^otxoixi. 

'* Like the bush of Moses, Christianity is unconsumed by the flames : 
the blood of the martyrs is the seed of the church.'* 

T T was an " Agape," or feast of charity, at Priscilla s 
house. A goodly number were assembled to cele- 
brate it, among whom were our old acquaintances, 
Honoria and Hortensia, Demas and Zillah, and the 
family of Publius. Besides these were two slaves 
from the palace, Albina and Biblis. We have men- 
tioned these two before, as being some of the first- 
fruits of the Gospel in Rome. Among the ladies who 
composed the court of Nero and his empress Octavia 
was a British princess, Claudia by name, who was in 
this way undergoing a semi-voluntary exile from the 
land of her fathers, to please the capricious fancy of 
the Emperor, who liked to see trophies of Roman 
power and might around him in the persons of mem- 
bers of those kingly families which had been con- 
quered by the Roman army. As our readers know, 
Britain was then under Roman rule ; and the prede- 
cessor of Nero, Claudius, had commanded Claudia's 
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but once there, the service was enjoyed as only those 
who hunger and thirst for the means of grace know 
how to enjoy it. 

They were passing round the holy cup, when all at 
once a great tumult was heard outside the door, like 
the tramp of men. Some heavy knocks were dealt 
and then the door was forced open by the united 
strength of two or three men, who burst into the very 
midst of the terrified assembly. Taking the alarm 
the company fled at once, — for in case of a sudden 
assault of this kind, the back passage into the garden, 
leading to the mouth of the catacombs, was kept 
open, — ^and hurried pell-mell towards the little clump 
of laurels. This could not have been accomplished, 
however, had it not been for the presence of mind 
displayed by Marcus, who extinguished the lights, 
thus rendering the confusion more confounded. Oaths, 
imprecations, threats, and blasphemy were mingled in 
strange medley with the shrieking of women and the 
shouting of men. Somehow, Vestina and Felicitas 
found themselves in the rear, and were seized on, in 
the darkness, by the intruders. Owing to the dark- 
ness, all the rest of the company were enabled to 
escape in safety to the arbour, where they rushed, 
tumbled, or fell down the winding staircase leading to 
the catacombs. But these two were taken prisoners. 
Lights were soon obtained, and Vestina fancied that 
the features of at least one of the intruders were fami- 
liar to her. It was Fulvius, — ^the party being headed 
by him. He had only too well carried out his threat 
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father, in her infancy, to train her up for the Roman 
court. As Claudia grew to womanhood, she would 
have preferred remaining with her parents in Britain ; 
but the Emperor's fiat was not to be evaded ; and 
finally, with many tears and unavailing regrets, she 
took her departure for Rome. Arrived there, she was 
immediately taken to the imperial palace, and in- 
stalled as an attendant on the Empress. Soon after, 
Claudius died, — not without suspicion of foul play, — 
and Nero ascended the throne. Claudius had been 
a mild, vacillating, indulgent man, and his regime 
differed widely from that of his successor. During 
Nero's reign, the simple British maiden might have 
fallen a prey to the wickedness rampant in Rome, 
had she not found a talisman which conveyed her in 
safety through temptation and danger. This talis- 
man was the Gospel of Christ, taught to her by a 
disciple of Paul. Hearing it, she believed, and was 
preserved from the manifold dangers which surrounded 
inexperienced youth at that time in the world's me- 
tropolis. By some means she became possessed of a 
transcript of the Epistle to the Romans, and com- 
menced sowing the seed of the kingdom at the same 
time that she herself was being built up in the " most 
holy faith." Albina and Biblis, two of the palace 
slaves, were some of the firstfruits of her labours, 
and exhibited a most praise-worthy diligence in in- 
creasing their little store of knowledge. It was only- 
through what we should term " manoeuvring " that 
they could obtain opportunity to visit Priscilla's house ; 
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by placing a spy on the actions of Vestina, who faith- 
fully reported all that she engaged in. On this even- 
ing information was brought to him that she was 
attending a meeting in Priscilla's house, and he, with 
his characteristic fox-like cunning,^concluded at once 
that it was a Christian assembly. He hastily as- 
sembled a party of vile, daring men, like-minded with 
himself, and surrounded the house, feeling extremely 
self-satisfied at the way in which he was enabled to 
carry out the threats contained in his recent note to 
Vestina. Still, he did not intend her personal harm 
exactly, seeing that, though so vile and debased 
himself, he yet retained a small modicum of regard 
for her who had so long reigied supreme in his affec- 
tions. I don't know why it is, but it is sometimes 
the case that as the fiercest and most bloodthirsty 
animals will be so fascinated by melody as to be 
rendered incapable of motion for the time, so a wicked, 
bad man will be frequently restrained from the com- 
mission of evil by the overawing presence of purity 
and goodness. Feminine worth and feminine purity 
have often acted like David's harp, and driven out 
the evil spirit of brutal violence for the time being ; 
and though Fulvius was such a deep-dyed wretch, he 
never came within the sphere of Vestina's presence 
without realizing momentary glimpses of the higher 
and better light which he had quenched. 

" Lights ! lights ! let us see our prisoners," shouted 
Fulvius. "We will see if we cannot make the Naza- 
renes quake for once. Hold fast, my men ! " 
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' A brutal cheer was the answer ; but as the flaming 
torches enlightened the scene the two terrified wo- 
men covered their faces, and shrank from the gaze of 
so many eyes. 

One of the men noticed the aristocratic attire of 
Vestina, and reported the fact to his chief Fulvius 
ordered his men to bind Felicitas, and confine her in 
an adjoining room, while they searched the garden 
for the other fugitives. Left alone with Vestina, he 
commenced conversing with her in his old taunting 
manner. 

"So you see, you are again in my power. By Ju- 
piter, you will soon come to look on me as your evil 
genius, if things go on in this way. But I mean to 
release you now. I do not intend giving you up to 
Caesar until you have had time to repent of your ob- 
stinacy. And I suppose, if I knew the truth, you do 
not so much as thank me ; seeing that you are so 
anxious to wear the crown of martyrdom, you will 
naturally look on me as your hindrance, — for this 
once at least." 

" I do not view you quite in that light," she replied. 
" I shall feel thankful if you will restore me and my 
servant to our home. You have a mistaken idea of 
us Christians, if you think that we court death." 

" Indeed ! I was under the impression that you all 
coveted violent deaths. I thought you hoped to gain 
your heaven by it." 

** Nothing of the kind, Fulvius," she. said. " We 
rest our hopes of heaven entirely on the sacrifice of 



l8o VESTINA'S MARTYRDOM. 

by placing a spy on the actions of Vestina, who faith- 
fully reported all that she engaged in. On this even- 
ing information was brought to him that she was 
attending a meeting in Priscilla's house, and he, with 
his characteristic fox-like cunning,^ concluded at once 
that it was a Christian assembly. He hastily as- 
sembled a party of vile, daring men, like-minded with 
himself, and surrounded the house, feeling extremely 
self-satisfied at the way in which he was enabled to 
carry out the threats contained in his recent note to 
Vestina. Still, he did not intend her personal harm 
exactly, seeing that, though so vile and debased 
himself, he yet retained a small modicum of regard 
for her who had so long reigied supreme in his affec- 
tions. I don't know why it is, but it is sometimes 
the case that as the fiercest and most bloodthirsty 
animals will be so fascinated by melody as to be 
rendered incapable of motion for the time, so a wicked, 
bad man will be frequently restrained from the com- 
mission of evil by the overawing presence of purity 
and goodness. Feminine worth and feminine purity 
have often acted like David's harp, and driven out 
the evil spirit of brutal violence for the time being ; 
and though Fulvius was such a deep-dyed wretch, he 
never came within the sphere of Vestina's presence 
without realizing momentary glimpses of the higher 
and better light which he had quenched. 

" Lights ! lights ! let us see our prisoners," shouted 
Fulvius. " We will see if we cannot make the Naza- 
renes quake for once. Hold fast, my men ! " 



NEARING SORROW. i8l 

' A brutal cheer was the answer ; but as the flaming 
torches enlightened the scene the two terrified wo- 
men covered their faces, and shrank from the gaze of 
so many eyes. 

One of the men noticed the aristocratic attire of 
Vestina, and reported the fact to his chief Fulvius 
ordered his men to bind Felicitas, and confine her in 
an adjoining room, while they searched the garden 
for the other fugitives. Left alone with Vestina, he 
commenced conversing with her in his old taunting 
manner. 

" So you see, you are again in my power. By Ju- 
piter, you will soon come to look on me as your evil 
genius, if things go on in this way. But I mean to 
release you now. I do not intend giving you up to 
Caesar until you have had time to repent of your ob- 
stinacy. And I suppose, if I knew the truth, you do 
not so much as thank me ; seeing that you are so 
anxious to wear the crown of martyrdom, you will 
naturally look on me as your hindrance, — for this 
once at least." 

" I do not view you quite in that light," she replied. 
" I shall feel thankful if you will restore me and my 
servant to our home. You have a mistaken idea of 
us Christians, if you think that we court death." 

" Indeed ! I was under the impression that you all 
coveted violent deaths. I thought you hoped to gain 
your heaven by it." 

** Nothing of the kind, Fulvius," she. said. " We 
rest our hopes of heaven entirely on the sacrifice of 



l82 VESTINA'S MARTYRDOM, 

Christ, our Head. A thousand deaths would not ob- 
tain heaven apart from faith in Him." 

" Well, be that as it may, I am not likely to con- 
cern myself much about it, seeing that I care for no 
God at all, much less this new one that you have set 
up. The question just now, Vestina, is this — ^how 
long is this state of matters to go on between us ? It 
is in your power to end it, by giving me what I have 
so long sought — your love." 

" I cannot do it, Fulvius. Since you know that I 
am affianced to Epipodious, it cannot be wrong for 
me to tell you that I cannot consent on any account 
to break faith with him. His promise is mine also, 
and I know that nothing will ever induce him to 
break it" 

" And so you are trusting to the word of a Greek, 
who is far away now, and, for aught you know, for- 
getting you for other beauties. What guarantee 
have you that he will keep his promise ?" 

" Fulvius ! I beg of you to remember that Epipo- 
dious is my own cousin ; and whatever you may think 
of him, I can tell you that he is honour itself." 

" All very well for you to believe now. But sup- 
pose the tide turned with you. Suppose, instead of 
claiming his bride on his return, as he hopes to do, 
he finds her in prison, awaiting an ignominious death 
in the Amphitheatre, while her family is denounced 
on all hands, as being tainted with the leaven of 
Christianity ?.** 

" Well, if I suppose all this, I should not fear the 
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result. If we could not live together, we could die 
together." 

" Do you mean to tell me that the poor weak fool 
would rush into the jaws of death, merely to keep you 
company ? " 

" He would, Fulvius, rather than desert me ; espe- 
cially if that death were caused through your instru- 
mentality." 

" Then we will see if his constancy will stand the 
test ; for mark me, sooner than see you his bride, I 
will denounce you to the government. But for this 
once I will release you." 

" Will you not release Felicitas also ? " 

"No. She is my prisoner now, and before the 
morning light she will be in the hands of the govern- 
ment. Your family shall see that my threats are not 
idle words. I never threatened a thing yet, but I 
carried it out. You know my determined disposition. 
Did I ever fail in executing my purpose ? " 

" God knows you did not, if that purpose were an 
evil one." 

"Never mind whether it were evil or good. You 
know my disposition, and I warn you to beware. I 
have sought your love for years, and you have spurned 
me with a coldness and disdain which at times were 
maddening. Now, I warn you, for the last time. I pos- 
sess more power than you think I do, and your every 
movement will be watched by spies in my interest." 

" And so you will act a villain's part towards me ! " 
Vestina indignantly exclaimed. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

" * This, or the cloister, and the veil.* 
No other words than these he said, 
But they were like a funeral wail ; 
My life was ended, my heart was dead." 

Longfellow. 

T T was early morning before Vestina's friends suc- 
ceeded in regaining their home. Publius, who had 
a few days previously returned from his embassy, was 
astonished and alarmed at the circumstance, and 
succeeded in extorting from the weeping Vestina the 
particulars of the evening's occurrences. Alarmed as 
he was at her terror and hairbreadth escape, his fears 
assumed a yet darker hue as the hours went on, and 
his wife and son were still missing. What between 
Vestina's protestations in defence of her belief — ^her 
own narrow escape from the hands of Fulvius and 
his band — his unexpected discovery of the fact that 
Christianity claimed his own family as adherents — ^his 
consequent ultimate disgrace at court, which could 
not now be averted — and his agonizing fears for the 
safety of Perpetua and Ponticus — the old patrician's 
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feelings that night were by no means enviable. Ves- 
tina sat on a low ottoman, with her hair partly dishe- 
velled as she had escaped from the soldiery, and her 
face swollen with weeping. She was begging hard for 
her father's interference in behalf of Felicitas, and 
assuring him of the safety of her mother, brother, 
and aunts. 

" How do you know that they are safe ? " demanded 
Publius. " Here are you, just escaped with your life 
— may be not even with that for long — and yet, after 
fleeing across the city like a stricken deer, you have 
the assurance to persuade me that your other friends 
are safe." 

" I think they are safe, father, because I know the 
catacombs where .they are hidden. They cannot be 
discovered there, unless some false friend be among 
them, who will act the part of a traitor. But I believe 
they are all true friends." 

" Yes, of course you would believe that even at the 
expense of your own honour. This partly explains 
the reason why you have joined yourself to them in 
this secret manner, unknown to me. I wonder if 
you think you have acted the part of a daughter, 
when you distinctly heard me assert my determina- 
tion to deliver up any of my family to justice, who 
should embrace this new faith ? The emperor already 
suspects me — ^he has more than once intimated his 
suspicions — and if your doings come to his ears, * 
nothing but ruin awaits us all. To think, too, of the 
wife of my bosom turning away to worship a Jewish 
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malefactor!" and the old Roman was compelled 
to call up all the sternness of his nature to conceal the 
tumult of his soul. Pride, disappointment, surprise, 
fear, and humiliation, all struggled for the mastery, as 
he seemed to anticipate with trembling anguish what 
the coming day would bring upon his family. 

Rousing himself, he was about to collect his servants, 
and go in search of his wife and son, just as a summons 
came to the door of the courtyard, and the porter 
admitted them. The whole household was in a stir. 
The servants could not quite comprehend the matter, 
seeing they were in ignorance of the cause of their 
mistress's expedition the evening before ; but, human 
nature being the same in all ages and countries, prying 
' curiosity was as certainly to be found in a Roman 
kitchen of the first century, as it is now in our English 
kitchens. Their curiosity was bootless, however ; for 
Felicitas had been as silent as the grave on all subjects 
connected with her religion, and Publius was much 
too cautious to let out the secret. Knowing, as he 
did, that the only chance of escape from the minions 
of the Empero-r depended on the strictest silence, he 
very wisely dismissed all the slaves before commencing 
the subject with his wife. Ponticus and Vestina were 
sent to their own rooms, and the poor fearful disciple, 
who had so long managed to keep her religion from 
clashing with her wifely duties, now had to confess 
the whole truth. 

Publius was stem and grave — Perpetua agitated 
and sorrowful, but she went through the ordeal well. 
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Strength seemed specially vouchsafed to her to confess 
•her faith. Throughout the remaining hours of that 
night the husband and wife remained together, 
reasoning on the new religion. Perpetua would not 
deny her faith. Although generally so timid and 
shrinking that she feared to acknowledge Christ, she 
yet stood her ground. Put to the test as she was, 
suddenly and terribly, she felt she could not prove 
faithless to her Lord and Master. " Husband," said 
she, " I cannot deny that I have long loved Jesus Christ 
in secret. Our poor slave, Felicitas, was the first 
instrument of leading me to know and love Him, as 
well as Vestina. Now that our faith is discovered, I 
believe I am not wrong in saying that we would not 
shrink from dying for it, if need be." 

Publius thought her mad ; but, proud haughty pagan 
that he was, he could not but feel a secret respect for 
the single-heartedness of these Christians. 

Next morning Vestina renewed her intercessions 
with her father on behalf of Felicitas ; but in vain. 
Publius sternly refused to do anything on her behalf, 
fearing to compromise his family further. And dread- 
ing the worst, as he did, it was not difficult to see 
what course he would most likely take. 

Vestina was almost heart-broken. Nothing but 
death seemed awaiting Felicitas, and must no effort 
be made to save her } must she perish because of 
selfish apathy } The thought was unbearable ; and in 
an agony of mind she went into the garden, there to 
commune with herself in solitude. 
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Sitting down on a marble seat, beneath the shadow 
of a noble acacia tree, she gave vent to her feelings, 
when a sudden stealthy rustling in the evergreens be- 
hind caused her to turn round. A man approached, 
whom she soon discovered to be Fulvius. Starting 
from her seat with ill-disguised terror and amazement, 
she exclaimed, "Leave me ! thou false, wicked one ! 
Thou hast wrought terror and destruction in our 
household, and wilt thou dare to invade its privacy 
like a thief and a robber ? " 

" Peace, Vestina," he returned. " I am neither a 
thief nor robber, but am only animated by a jealous 
regard for the honour of our ancient deities. It is my 
esteem for you which prompts me to follow you in 
this manner. But stay," added he, seeing the impe- 
rious disdain with which she listened to this assertion, 
" I shall not longer talk of love. You are now, to a 
certain extent, in my power. Felicitas is in prison, 
from whence she will not come forth, except it be to 
death ; that is, unless some powerful friend procure 
pardon for her. You can save her, if you will." 

" I ! How can I save her ? I, who am already a 
suspected person, and probably denounced to the 
government by yourself, long ere this ! Do not make 
a jest of our sorrow, Fulvius." 

** What would you say if I were to tell you that I 
have seen your slave this very morning, and promised 
to use my influence to restore her, but only on one 
condition." 

"What is that.^" eagerly asked Vestina, as a faint 
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ray of hope illuminated her sorrows. She hoped 
almost against hope, that a spark of humanity would 
at last animate his seemingly relentless breast. 

" That youwill*accept me as your suitorl^ he replied 
slowly, fixing his cold grey eyes upon her as he spoke, 
much the same as the fabled serpent does before 
springing upon his prey. 

Fulvius ! I can never do that," exclaimed Vestina. 
You know I never can ; " and her indignation found 
vent in a torrent of tears. 

" Then, for the sake of a foolish attachment to this 
Greek fellow, you will sacrifice your slave-woman's 
life. I fancy I have heard that you Christians profess 
to love your fellows better than yourselves ; how about 
this slave*s life \ Which is to have the greater weight 
— the love of Epipodious or the life of Felicitas } You 
profess to love your neighbour as yourself, don't you, 
when you join the Christians } What will they say 
when they hear that you refused to save your slave's 
life, because of your Greek lover } *' 

Fulvius' brutal taunts were like torture to Vestina's 
spirit. Sick and faint as she was of this controversy, 
she was almost on the point of giving in, when a sud- 
den thought struck her. 

" Felicitas would never consent to purchase her life 
at the expense of my happiness. Not many days 
since, she told me she would rather suffer martyrdom, 
than I should become your wife. Even that poor 
slave could read your character, and she entreated me 
never to yield to your solicitations. Better to welcome 
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death than to deny my Lord by being unequally 
yoked with you." 

Fulvius gnashed his teeth with rage ; but he was 
prepared even for this. Said he, " I have seen Felici- 
tas this morning in her prison, and the dread of death 
not only makes her willing to deny her faith, but she 
has implored me to save her life ; and rather than 
she will submit to death so calmly as you seem to 
imagine, she sends a message by me to you, begging 
you to save her life by any and every means. What 
do you think of that ? " 

Vestina could nbt tell what to think. She had al- 
ways pictured Felicitas as very steadfast in the faith, 
ready to dare even martyrdom for her love to the 
Gospel. Then, too,, it was but so lately that she had 
expressed her abhorrence of this very man. Could it 
really be true that she had laid the risk of living or 
dying upon the chance of marrying this hated pagan.? 
Vestina was in a worse puzzle than before. Fulvius 
saw his advantage, and was proceeding to push it, 
when she said, — 

"Leave me, Fulvius : I cannot decide now. I must 
have time for reflection. If you come about this hour 
to-morrow morning, I will give you my decision." 

With this he was forced to be content. Knowing 
what he did of Vestina, he felt convinced that he 
could not compel her to an instant decision. With a 
low obeisance, therefore, — as much in mockery as in 
earnest, — he took his departure. 

Vestina still sat on, reviewing the past, and con- 
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templating the future. Events had crowded upon her 
so thick and fast that she seemed in a perfect maze of 
bewilderment While seeming almost paralysed by 
despair, there yet remained an inexorable necessity 
for instant action. The life of her poor slave was 
trembling in the balance, and possibly it might be 
saved if she would only consent to grant Fulvius' 
request It was a terrible responsibility to be laid on 
one so young, a fearful phase of life to be bared be- 
fore her youthful vision. She passed on into the 
house, and sought her mother's apartment, where 
mother and daughter took vain counsel together as to 

how they might deliver Felicitas. 

« « « « « 

Just about this time another conference was being 
held within the gloomy walls of the Mamertine prison. 
Marcus had that morning received a message that a 
person well known to him was lying in that prison, and 
wished to speak to him. The messenger was evidently 
one friendly to the prisoner, although unwilling to 
disclose his own name ; for he requested Marcus to 
make as much speed as possible. Beyond delivering 
his message, and preferring his request, the man said 
but little, so that Marcus was left to conjecture as 
best he could who it was that needed his services so 
urgently. Putting on his to^a, he soon followed the 
messenger, and within about half an hour was knock- 
ing for admission at the gloomy entrance of the 
Mamertine. 

He was admitted by the same individual who was 
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the bearer of the message ; but instead of wearing the 
ordinary Roman dress, he was now attired in the 
habiliments of a guard or keeper. Marcus discerned 
in a minute how matters lay. Some Christian was 
immured in the prison's gloomy recesses, and this 
turnkey, being a believer in secret, had befriended his 
suffering fellow-saint 

Laying a finger on his lips to enjoin silence, the 
man led Marcus through a succession of gloomy 
passages and vaults. Coming in, as he did, from the 
warm, bright morning sun, Marcus felt a bitter chill 
penetrate his system, as he marched behind his guide, 
down through the gloomy corridors and vaults. Most 
of the cells were octagonal in form, and here and 
there the presence of immense rings and chains 
showed the purpose for which they were used. At the 
extreme end of one of the longest corridors was a 
smaller cell, but octagonal-shaped like the rest, and 
paved with large massy stones. The guide opened the 
door, and ushered Marcus in without a word ; then 
laconically whispering, " For half an hour only," he 
relocked the door, and Marcus was left alone. 

Not alone, however ; for the slight clanking of a 
chain revealed the fact that some fettered captive 
lay immured in that horrible dungeon. It was some 
moments before the half-startled pastor got accus- 
tomed enough to the semi-darkness to recognise a 
female form chained to a pillar on the opposite side 
of the cell. She spoke first. 

Do you know me, dear teacher.^ I am only a 
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slave, but perhaps you may remember Felicitas, .who 
usad to accompany the ladies Vestina and Perpetua 
to your meetings." 

" Yes, surely. I do remember you very well ; but 
for why are you here ? What enemy has done 
this ? " 

" No spy has informed upon me, but we were cap- 
tured — my young mistress and I — ^by a band of 
soldiers, when at the Agape held at the house of 
Priscilla last evening." 

" Is Vestina then imprisoned too ? " 

" No. Fulvius, who headed the party, has long been 
persecuting her for her consent to a marriage with him. 
But she is affianced to Epipodious, as you know, and 
I feel sure will never willingly wed another. She has 
received several threatening letters from Fulvius ; and 
he only released her last night, because he hopes to 
win her." 

" But how could you contrive to send to me ? Is 
the keeper a Christian ? " 

" I have reason to think he is, although in secret ; 
for he offered to do me any kindness I needed, and 
bade me trust in Christ still." 

" I suspected the same," replied Marcus. " I am 
glad you have sent for me. Now, is there anything 
that I can do for you .? " 

" Yes, teacher, one thing, and it was for this I sent 
for you. Fulvius has been here this morning, and has 
promised me my liberty if I will only persuade my 
mistress to accept him. I firmly refused ; for I would 
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sooner die for my faith than purchase my life at the 
expense of long years of misery for one who has 
treated me so kindly. But I am afraid that wicked 
pagan man will impose on my mistress with a false 
report of me. And after all, something seems to tell 
me that my race is run — ^that I shall soon be away far 
above their reach ; and what is more, since I have 
had this impression I feel anxious to go. So will you 
please tell Vestina that she must reject all Fulvius' 
wicked propositions ? for I am determined to be faith- 
ful until death. Urge my mistress from me — ^perhaps 
it may be my last request — never to prove faithless 
to Epipodious for the sake of an idolater." 

By this time the gloom had become less dense to 
the eyes of Marcus, and he could distinguish the play 
of Felicitas' countenance. It reminded him of that 
description of the first martyr, which none of us can 
read, I should think, without feelings of reverential 
awe. Something of angelic brightness glowed upon 
the lineaments of her face as she spoke, and Marcus 
himself wondered at the steadfastness of her faith. 

Little more passed, when the key grated in the lock, 
and her silent gaoler appeared. Marcus had justiime 
to say, " I will visit Vestina at once, and deliver your 
message. Send for me again, if I can do anything for 
you," when the man beckoned him out, retraced the 
gloomy, damp corridors, and, without a word, set him 
at liberty outside the walls. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

" Thou seest mine eye grow dim, 

Thou seest my life-blood flow. 
Bow to the chastener silently, 

And calmly let me go. 
A little while between our hearts 

The shadowy gulf must lie ; 

Yet have we for their communing 

Still, still eternity." 

Mrs. Hemans. 

■pERPETUA and Vestina were just about to send 
for Marcus to confer with him as to what steps 
should be taken to save Felicitas, when a hasty sum- 
mons announced the arrival of some visitor. Vestina 
had just resolved to purchase hef* slave's life at the 
expense of herself, bitter though the sacrifice would 
be, when deliverance came, though not in the way 
desired. Marcus was admitted by the porter, and 
conducted into the triclinium, where he was met by 
Perpetua, wearing a sad and troubled countenance. 

" Can you tell me anything of Felicitas ? " she 
asked, without staying to observe the customary salu- 
tations. 
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"I can," he replied, in a tone more grave and 
solemn than usual. " I am just come from her." 

"This is good news, indeed!" said the Roman 
lady. " I will fetch Vestina at once, for she is over- 
whelmed with her trouble." 

In another minute Vestina was seated beside her 
mother, listening to Marcus's account. 

" First," said he, " tell me if Fulvius has been here, 
or has sent any message to you." 

" He came here this very morning," replied Ves- 
tina, "and assured me that he would procure the 
release of Felicitas, if I would only consent to 
marry him. More than that, he told me that the 
poor thing so dreaded death as to beg me to adopt 
this step in order to save her." 

" A foul falsehood ! " said Marcus, " and he knows 
it is. I am now on my way from the Mamertine 
prison, where Felicitas is confined. A friendly gaoler 

« 

conveyed her message to me this morning, and 
gained me admittance afterwards. From her I learnt 
that Fulvius has indeed been to see her, and has 
promised her liberty if she would prevail on you to 
accept him, but she has nobly spurned all his offers. 
Fearing that he would impose on your daughter with 
a lying report of her, she then sent for me, and en- 
treated me to convey to you her abhorrence of his 
offer. Her own words are that she would sooner die 
than purchase her life at the expense of a lifetime of 
misery for her. She is determined to be faithful unto 
death. And her last request to you is," added he, as 
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he turned to Vestina, " that you will never prove false 
to Epipodious for the sake of an idolater." 

Neither Vestina nor her mother could speak. 
Tears choked their utterance. It was something so 
deeply touching to hear such a confession of faith 
and affection from one so much their inferior, that is, 
speaking according to the conventional rules of life ; 
for we hold that many a one wearing a crown or 
coronet has not possessed the nobility of soul dis- 
played by some who have walked in poverty and 
lowliness. Not unfrequently, God's nobles walk this 
earth unknown to their fellows — perchance, despised 
or hustled to one side, because they cannot bring 
themselves to adopt the airs and gewgaws of a 
vanishing world. Most of the true saintship of the 
" kingdom of heaven " is to be found among the poor. 
Look at that old, poor Christian, with old-fashioned 
bonnet, and cloak at least twenty years out of date, 
and tell me if you do not think there is indeed an 
earthly temple of the Holy Ghost. For years she 
has witnessed a good confession of faith ; for years 
she has been " only waiting " for full redemption, and 
if you were to ask her, she could give clear, unfailing 
testimony that the God whom she serves is a faithful 
covenant-keeping God. Yet, in the eye of the world, 
she is very insignificant indeed, compared with yon- 
der fine lady, reposing so calmly amid all the dignity 
of riches, and velvet, and ermine. Wait awhile. The 
record of God's lowly ones is on high, and when the 
fiat of the Most High shall create all things new, then 
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death than to deny my Lord by being unequally 
yoked with you." 

Fulvius gnashed his teeth with rage ; but he was 
prepared even for this. Said he, " I have seen Felici- 
tas this morning in her prison, and the dread of death 
not only makes her willing to deny her faith, but she 
lias implored me to save her life ; and rather than 
she will submit to death so calmly as you seem to 
imagine, she sends a message by me to you, begging 
you to save her life by any and every means. What 
do you think of that ? " 

Vestina could nbt tell what to think. She had al- 
ways pictured Felicitas as very steadfast in the faith, 
ready to dare even martyrdom for her love to the 
Gospel. Then, too,, it was but so lately that she had 
expressed her abhorrence of this very man. Could it 
really be true that she had laid the risk of living or 
dying upon the chance of marrying this hated pagan ? 
Vestina was in a worse puzzle than before. Fulvius 
saw his advantage, and was proceeding to push it, 
when she said, — 

"Leave me, Fulvius : I cannot decide now. I must 
have time for reflection. If you come about this hour 
to-morrow morning, I will give you my decision." 

With this he was forced to be content. Knowing 
what he did of Vestina, he felt convinced that he 
could not compel her to an instant decision. With a 
low obeisance, therefore, — as much in mockery as in 
earnest, — he took his departure. 

Vestina still sat on, reviewing the past, and con- 
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templating the future. Events had crowded upon her 
so thick and fast that she seemed in a perfect maze of 
bewilderment. While seeming almost paralysed by 
despair, there yet remained an inexorable necessity 
for instant action. The life of her poor slave was 
trembling in the balance, and possibly it might be 
saved if she would only consent to grant Fulvius' 
request It was a terrible responsibility to be laid on 
one so young, a fearful phase of life to be bared be- 
fore her youthful vision. She passed on into the 
house, and sought her mother's apartment, where 
mother and daughter took vain counsel together as to 
how they might deliver Felicitas. 

Just about this time another conference was being 
held within the gloomy walls of the Mamertine prison. 
Marcus had that morning received a message that a 
person well known to him was lying in that prison, and 
wished to speak to him. The messenger was evidently 
one friendly to the prisoner, although unwilling to 
disclose his own name ; for he requested Marcus to 
make as much speed as possible. Beyond delivering 
his message, and preferring his request, the man said 
but little, so that Marcus was left to conjecture as 
best he could who it was that needed his services so 
urgently. Putting on his ^oga, he soon followed the 
messenger, and within about half an hour was knock- 
ing for admission at the gloomy entrance of the 
Mamertine. 

He was admitted by the same individual who was 

13 
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Christianity her natural amiability was sanctified, 
and her natural affections deepened. Her husband 
could not but acknowledge that of late she had 
become strangely dear to him, as if she carried 
some secret talisman with her, while to her children 
she was doubly loving. But the heart will sink, and 
fears wi/l rise, when the lions of persecution and 
tyranny are let loose ; for the ties of life are not thus 
harshly to be riven asunder without keen anguish. 
We have often thought that death comes easier to 
the young, because the ties are fewer which chain 
them to life. In more mature life, when husband, 
or wife, or children have forged the golden chains 
of love for the soul's tenderest affections, it is so 
hard to die — ^to be torn away from the loving 
ones who are needing you so sorely ; and perhaps 
it was this that made Perpetua quake before the 
presence of that reckless, godless young man. 
Knowing full well that he was thirsting for the blood 
of the Christians, she could not but anticipate with 
trembling fear the time when they too might possibly 
swell the " noble army of martyrs." 

" Then you have made up your mind to sacrifice 
your faithful slave } " said Fulvius, with malignant 
cunning. 

" I am not sacrificing her. I am only remaining 
firm to my principles, as she is to hers. I have heard 
from her by means of a trustworthy friend, and she 
not only spurned, the proposal made to her by you 
yesterday morning,"— here Fulvius' brow grew dark 
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and vengeful — "but has besought me to remain true 
to my faith. One on whose word I can rely told me 
that she was determined to be faithful unto death ; 
and her last request to me was that I would never 
prove faithless to Epipodious for the sake of an 
idolater." 

"You have chosen your W, remember," he said; 
" see to it that you remain firm. You cannot blame me. 
From henceforth I shall refrain from suing at your 
feet ; but know this : if you should discover that you 
are pursued by an inveterate foe, who dogs your every 
footstep, and persecutes you at every turn, — whose ar- 
rows are dealt out secretly and freely, then rest assured 
that that foe is none other than your rejected suitor, 
Fulvius." And, turning on his heel, he left them. 

Mother and daughter looked at each other in ter-. 
ror-stricken amazement. It was plain now that they 
would have to deal with a powerful and subtle foe, — 
one who would hunt them to destruction to gratify 
his double feeling of hatred and revenge. No childish 
pastime lay before them, — no " silver slippers " in their 
religious profession, of which so many professors flip- 
pantly talk. If ever Religion enables her adherents 
to walk in these same " silver slippers," then surely it 
was not at this period, in the " Eternal City.'*' 

Publius managed to be present in disguise at the 
trial of Felicitas, in deference to the entreaties of his 
wife and daughter. For a long time he declared his 
determination to keep aloof from aU commixture with 
the matter, but Felicitas had been i faithful servant 
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for many years, and since the introduction of Chris- 
tianity into the household, had been very dear to her 
mistress. Blaming himself for yielding, but far more 
for not keeping a stricter watch over the doings in 
his family, he suffered himself to be persuaded into 
going. 

Felicitas was brought forth chained. They need 
not have done this, for whatever a young and agile 
man might have attempted, a feeble woman would 
not think of fleeing from her gaolers : but no wrong 
or indignity was too great to be inflicted upon the 
Christians. So contemned and hated were they, 
that indignities too gross for common criminals 
were freely showered upon them. 

The accusation was a terrible one, but yet a very 
common one. When placed before her judge, false 
witnesses, suborned by Fulvius, accused her of eating 
the flesh of infants. They said that the Christians held 
midnight meetings, at which none but the initiated 
were introduced, and in the course of their ceremonies 
young infants were killed and eaten, as a propitiatory 
sacrifice to Christ Further, that gaining access to 
one of these meetings, they had arrested Felicitas and 
others in the very act, but that owing to the darkness 
and confusion, the other prisoners had escaped. 

As Publius heard these charges, the blood mounted 
to his cheeks, and his right hand was clenched, as 
if to knock the perjured liars down. To think that 
the assemblies where — as he could not but admit, from 
all that he had seen and heard of his wife — every- 
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thing that was pure and self-denying and good was 
inculcated, should be so shamefully slandered, was 
maddening to him. If these were the means by which 
the ancient pagan faiths kept their own against the 
new religion, then they argued more against the per- 
secutors than the persecuted. Publius had always 
imagined before that the laws of Rome were so just 
and equal that criminals were always sure of a fair 
trial; but now he saw and heard for himself how little 
chance these poor Christians would have of bare 
justice — to say naught of mercy. 

As for Felicitas, what did she do } Did she weep 
and wail, and beseech for dear life, as Fulvius repre- 
sented she would do } Not at all. She clasped her 
hands and closed her tyts while the sentence was 
being pronounced, and her lips were moving, as if in 
prayer. As for her countenance, it was beaming with 
joy — joy that she was so soon to be with the Master. 

But the sentence ! Listen, worldling ; listen, but- 
terfly of fashion, with bated breath and awe-stricken 
wonder, and then tell me if your worldliness, or fashion- 
worship would have strengthened you to bear it } It 
was this. Within three days she was to be taken to 
the place of public execution, and there tortured to 
death in a caldron of boiling pitch, 

Publius with difficulty restrained his horror. More 
than once he was on the point of protesting against 
the injustice and barbarity of the sentence ; but the 
remembrance of home, of wife and children, and the 
shivering recollection that possibly the same horrid 
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fate might be in store for them, chained his tongue ; 
and with fearful and hurried steps he stole away 
towards his home. 

Marcus saw Felicitas once or twice again before her 
death, but each time in the same silent mysterious 
way as at first Her hope was undimmed, and her 
confidence unshaken. In the prospect of death, she 
grew amazingly calm and happy, and the little time 
that Marcus was enabled to spend with her was devoted 
to the further study of the oracles of God. Her last 
message to her mistresses was, " Tell them to be faith- 
ful unto death." 

The night of the third day drew on slowly but surely. 
Every hour of those short-lived days had told off an 
hour less of life to that poor doomed woman. How 
should we feel if we knew that in three days we must 
die a shameful death — a death in which no kind, friend 
would be near to wipe off the clammy sweat — ^no 
soothing tones of the loved one's voice would echo in 
our ears ; a death in which no riiinistrations of regret- 
ful love would be our portion,^ but only hisses and 
execrations and curses and hatred would attend our 
exit out of this state } Fancy this in all its terrible 
reality, and then tell me if you think that anything 
but the religion of Jesus would sustain in such a death. 
The execution took place at night. Soon after 
dark Felicitas was led forth, between a guard of sol- 
diers, into the bagnio, or public way, and placed in 
the middle of a small square. A numerous crowd 
was assembled to witness the Christian's dying strug- 
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gles, for the news that a Christian slave was to die for 
her faith had spread far and near. Flaming torches 
cast a lurid light around, and partly relieved the 
gloomy darkness. Among the crowd, at a distance, 
stood Publius, and Marcus, and Demas, though all 
unknown to each other, for at such a time recognition 
was perilous. Felicitas was first offered pardon if she 
would deny her faith, and return to the ancient wor- 
ship ; but she nobly refused. She was then stripped 
of her outer garment, and bound hand and foot. Close 
by was a huge caldron of boiling pitch, with a large 
fire under it, which served to keep it at boiling heat. 
For the second and third times the officers asked her 
if she would deny her faith, and receiving her decisive 
negative, she was lifted up and cast into the caldron. 

The struggle could have been but brief, for she dis- 
appeared instantly beneath the black seething mixture. 
A shudder of horror ran through the crowd, pagan 
though it was, and the people looked on with beat- 
ing hearts. Doubtless there were many Christians in 
that crowd — Christians in secret, who came to see how 
a sister could die. Marcus looked again and again 
for the reappearance of Felicitas, but she never rose. 
Even while he looked her spirit soared upward, to 
join the glorified throng of prophets and martyrs. 

Demas looked on too, but with a shuddering despair. 
If this were the result of Christianity, how would he 
fare } Could he die such a death for his faith without 
shrinking } He doubted, and almost wished he had 
never been a Christian. 



2o8 VESTINA*S MARTYRDOM. 

Publius went home, and related the story of Feli- 
citas' death, as well as his horror and indignation 
would permit him. Full sadly he feared that the 
same black shadow of persecution would cross hi» 
own threshold, and his fears were not without foun- 
dation. From that day forward Publius' household 
was a marked one. 
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CHAPTER XXL 

'^ Yet e'en these bones from insult to protect 
Some frail memorial still erected nigh, 
With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture decked, 
Implores tiie passing tribute of a sigh." 

Gray's " Elegy." 

TylT'HEN a sufficient time had elapsed, in the opinion 
of the executioner, for life to be extinct, the 
corpse of Felicitas was hooked .up from the depths of 
the caldron, and laid on the ground. The friends and 
associates of these early martyrs were often permitted 
to receive the body, and bury it in their own way. It 
was so in this case. Marcus, who was still the faith- 
ful pastor of his affrighted and persecuted flock, ad- 
vanced to the front, and pointing to the corpse, 
inquired if the friends of the deceased might convey 
the body away for burial. On receiving an answer in 
the affirmative, he secured the services of a couple of 
slaves, by the exhibition of a few coins, and wrapping 
the body in a piece of coarse sackcloth, led the way 
to Priscilla's house. This arrangement having been 
agreed on previously, the deaconess was prepared to 

14 
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receive the body. It was a solemn reception, neither 
of them knowing how soon they might have to en- 
dure the same torture. Priscilla and Zillah then, after 
removing the body into a private apartment, performed 
the last offices of love, that is, as well as the condition 
of the murdered one would admit, for the magnitude 
of the torture was such that her very features were 
unrecognizable. After this they arrayed the body in 
a pure white shroud, and laid it in an inner chamber, 
there to await the funeral obsequies which would take 
place the next evening. 

Marcus left, to perform his mission in seeing that a 
place was prepared in the Catacombs,* while Priscilla, 
Zillah, and Rhoda attended to the corpse. About 
midnight their work was done, and then the three, 
instead of retiring to rest, kept watch by the remains 
of the martyred victim, Priscilla's eyes not serving her 
well by lamplight, Zillah read from Matthew's Gospel, 
and the Epistle to the Romans, different passages 
treating on the life to come. Then, after offering 
prayer, they remained in silent meditation until the 
first faint streaks of dawn illumined the eastern hori- 
zon, when the trio separated, to seek a short respite 
from thought in slumber. 

And this was Felicitas s lying in state. Instead of 
the gorgeous canopy of velvet and silk, and a richly 
ornamented bier, she reposed on the humble couch of 
an aged widow ; in place of the multiplied tapers and 
torches held aloft, to reveal the pride and pomp of the 
ghastly pageantry, her little room was lighted by one 
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small lamp ; while in the stead of armed men standing 
sentry over death, her remains were lovingly regarded 
by three feeble women, followers of the same faith. 
In place of the title scroll, and richly-quartered es- 
cutcheon proclaiming a long and noble descent, she 
bore on her blackened, tortured features the stigma 
which earth had affixed to heaven's nobility, a stigma 
which told of a nobler descent than any earth could 
boast, of nobler deeds than common nobility could 
accomplish ; a stigma which was a mark of honour, 
proclaiming that she had dared to believe and ser\'e 
her Lord, and believing Him had followed Him unto 
death. . On those poor blackened features lay the 
mark of the Lamb, and surely when He moveth the 
heaven and the earth, the blood of martyrs like her, 
which is ever crying from under the altar for ven- 
geance, will be niore accounted of than long descent 
or kingly titles. 

The primitive Christians were so anxious to avoid 
everything agreeing with the idolatrous customs of 
the Roman funerals, that they differed from their 
pagan fellow-citizens in almost every particular. At 
the period of which we are writing, when a Roman 
lay dying the friends and nearest relations kissed and 
embraced him till he expired, hoping thus to receive 
into their own bodies the soul of their departing friend. 
After death, when the body was anointed, it was 
placed at the entrance of the house, near the thresh- 
old, with the feet pointed towards the street, in order 
that all suspicion as to the cause of death might, be 
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warded off. In front of the corpse were hired mourn- 
ers, who set up a great outcry, professedly to call back 
the soul again to its late dwelling, but if this outcry 
availed not, the person was then said to be concla- 
matuSy or past recall, and preparations for the funeral 
were at once commenced. A cypress tree was cut 
down, and set up in front of the door or gates, as 
a sign that the house was in mourning ; and after 
various ceremonies connected with the lying in stat^, 
the body was removed on the eighth day to the place 
of sepulture. The deceased was borne forth on a 
rich bier, surrounded by his colleagues and relatives, 
each one bearing a flaming torch. On arriving at the 
appointed spot, always without the city iwalls, and 
generally near the common road, a huge pile was 
formed, upon which the body was laid, while one of 
the attendants delivered a funeral oration, setting forth 
the virtues and deeds of the departed one. One of the 
nearest relatives then opened the eyes of the corpse 
that the last look might be directed toward heaven, 
and after sprinkling perfumes and incense on the pile, 
it was set on fire. Not being acquainted with the 
sublime doctrine of the resurrection, they could not 
look forward to the reappearing of the body in new 
and glorious beauty.. But the primitive Christians 
took firm hold of this welcome truth, and almost as 
soon as they knew anything of Christianity rescued 
their dead from the funeral pyre, and buried them. 
In place of gathering up the ashes, and enclosing 
them in an urn, as was then customary, these departed 
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believers were simply wrapped in long white wi;ap- 
pings or shrouds, and laid in the niches prepared in 
the soft yielding tu/a which formed the walls of the 
Catacombs. 

Felicitas's funeral was to take place by night, for 
the sake of secresy and safety. Perilous as it was to 
rescue her body, and convey it to a friend's house, it 
would have been doubly so to run counter to the 
customary rites of Roman funerals, and, by so doing, to 
discover to their foes their subterranean hiding-places. 

The stars were looking calmly down on that great 
city, and silence and darkness reigned over all, for it 
was past the midnight hour when the funeral party 
descended to the Catacombs. Intelligence had been 
sent to the family of Publius and to Demas of the 
intended funeral, and all the immediate companions 
or acquaintances of the poor slave-woman were as- 
sembled. Perpetua came, accompanied by her son 
and daughter ; Andronicus and Onesimus came with 
Marcus, and Demas crept in almost unobserved, 
taking his place by the side of Zillah. Paul and 
Ari^archus were prevented by their bonds from com- 
ing, but they sent by the mouth of Andronicus a mes- 
sage of hope and consolation, pointing the sorrowing 
company to that life beyond the grave, where their 
departed sister was. 

Demas was quivering with fear and terror ; not 
even the message of the Apostle could calm him. 
He had not yet banished from his mind the terrible 
spectacle he had witnessed the night before, and 
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as he pondered he felt convinced that he could not 
endure martyrdom. 

Zillah, noticing his agitation, said, " What is the 
matter, Demas ? Are you ill ? " 

" No, not ill, but afraid. Zillah, if this is the price 
of our Christianity, I must give mine up.'* 

" Oh, Demas, never ! You will never deny your 
Lord, when a poor feeble woman like Felicitas could 
be faithful unto death } " 

" No, I don't intend denying my faith, but I feel 
sure that I could not die such a death as that." 

" I pray God you never may," said Zillah, solemnly, 
as the signal for descending into the Catacombs was 
given. 

Andronicus and Onesimus bore the body tenderly 
and reverently to the vault's mouth, and then Marcus 
preceded them down the steps, bearing lighted torches, 
so as to show thern the way* After they had de- 
scended, bearing their burden, the rest of the assembly 
followed, and when all were down, arranged themselves 
two and two, as well as the winding, uneven passage 
would permit. As they wound along, towards the 
little room or chapel where they intended depositing 
the remains, they chanted psalms and hymns, indica- 
tive of their thankfulness that Felicitas had been 
delivered from this sinful world. A listener might 
have caught the sound of such words as these : 
" Precious in the sight of the Lord is the death of 
His saints." " The memory of the holy is blessed." 
•'Their souls are in the hands of the Loid," and 
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siipilar expressions. One or two of the company- 
were provided with palm and olive-branches, which 
they held aloft in their hands as emblems of the 
victory won by the Christian dead. On arriving at 
the place of interment, the bearers deposited the body 
on one of the altars or slabs, and Marcus delivered 
an address to the assembled company, in which he 
exhorted them "to glorify God, and give Him 
thanks that He had crowned her that was departed, 
and had delivered her from trouble, and set her free 
from fear." The Lord's supper was then administered 
to the little group, and they were exhorted to remain 
faithful to their Lord, that if need be they too might 
witness a good confession of faith in the martyr s 
death. Presently the two young men conveyed the 
body to a niche which had been opened in the wall, 
and reverently deposited it there. A slab was then 
fitted in by the united strength of the male^ portion 
of the company, and on it was carved by Andronicus, 
who possessed a little skill in such matters, an olive- 
branch and a dove, with the words " In pace " under- 
neath. The flickering light of the torches revealed 
other niches which had been applied to the same pur- 
pose ; for even at this early period those who professed 
Christianity preferred burying their believing friends 
here, to allowing them to be burnt, according to the 
Roman customs. The expected resurrection of the 
human body forbade its immolation on a funeral pyre, 
for would it not shine forth with new and glorious 
beauty in the day when Christ should claim His own ? 
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The reader will remark, perhaps, that Felicitas's name 
was not engraven on the stone. It was not done be- 
cause it was customary to omit, for the twofold reason 
of secrecy and safety, all names of buried' martyrs. 
Very few names have been found engraven on these 
slabs by explorers of the Catacombs, and these be- 
long to later times, but hundreds, and possibly 
thousands, of God's persecuted ones were buried in 
these subterranean caverns during the first four or 
five centuries. 

Next morning an unexpected pleasure awaited 
Vestina, in the return of Epipodious to Rome. It 
was all the more unexpected because, in his recent 
letters, he had spoken of a probable Journey into 
Egypt before returning. Vestina had not informed 
him of Fulvius's persecution ; the subject seemed too 
disagreeable to be dwelt upon on paper, even to her 
lover, but had he been at home he would speedily 
have been niade acquainted with the true state of 
affairs. She would, however, have sent news of the 
imprisonment and martyrdom of Felicitas, had Epi- 
podious remained away but a few days longer. But 
it was not to be. In her sorest need a friend was 
supplied by Providence, who should counsel, encou- 
rage, and finally bear the brunt of the battle. 

As he had not announced his intention of returning, 
Vestina, who was sitting in her mother's room ponder- 
ing over the tragic events of the past few days, re- 
ceived the summons with unmixed wonder. Without 
staying to acquaint her mother, she flew along the 
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corridors and halls into the atrium, where Epipodious 
was waiting, and with a low fearful cry — partly of joy, 
partly of sorrow, — fell into his arms. Once there, in 
the dear resting-place which was so soon to be her 
own for life, the pent-up feelings of her soul found 
vent, and she burst into a wild unrestrained fit of sob- 
bing. Probably most of us have at some time or 
other gone through a similar experience. Most of us 
have at some period in our lives suffered that great- 
est of all trials> isolation in sorrow, because of the 
absence or want of that other person who is, in the 
mysterious arrangement of things, our other self. 
Not everybody can be another self to us, but when 
that one is found, how his or her presence lightens 
the sorrow, alleviates the pain, and cheers the soul ! 
Such sympathy between two souls is God-given. 
Happy they who rejoice in its light. 

" Vestina, my beloved ! What is the matter t Are 
you ill } It cannot be mere excitement ! Tell me, I 
beseech you. Is it anything on my account ? " 

" No — oh, no ! But do you remember our faithful 
servant, Felicitas ? " 

"Yes, 'surely I do, very well. But what of her.?" 

.« Why this. Persecution is raging against us, and 
Felicitas was tortured to death the night before last 
in a caldron of boiling pitch. My father saw it." 

" Horrible ! horrible ! But how did it begin 1 What 
is the meaning of it.? I don't quite understand. 
Try and calm yourself a little, and tell me all about 
it," for she was sobbing again in unrestrained grief 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

" Into the silent land 
Of all perfection. Tender blessed visions 
Of ransomed souls. Heaven's own band 
Shall bear hope's tender blossoms 
Into the silert land. 

"O land I Olandl 
For all the broken-hearted, 
The herald by our fate allotted 
Beckons and doth stand 
To lead us, with a gentle hand, 
Into the land of the blessed departed, 
Into the silent land." 

Longfellow. 

T T was some minutes before Vestina could compose 
herself sufficiently to commence her narrative, and 
meanwhile Perpetua, who had been informed of 
Epipodious's arrival, came in to welcome him. He 
was not greatly changed, for instead of an absence of 
two years, which he at first contemplated, he had not 
been away more than seven or eight months. Still 
these months had been mainly filled up with travel 
and exposure — of which his sunburnt face, and hardy, 
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noble bearing bore witness. If " absence makes the 
Jieart grow fonder," it had surely accomplished its 
object in this case, for to Epipodious Vestina was 
surpassingly attractive, and it was with no small 
degree of thankfulness that he was permitted to look 
upon her again. Perpetua came in as Vestina was 
struggling with her feelings, and the sight nearly com- 
pelled her to give way too ; indeed, her countenance 
bore traces of long-continued weeping, 

" What can be the matter } " said Epipodious, 
anxiously. "Is it true that your slave has been 
tortured to death } " 

" Yes, only too true. Felicitas was seized on the 
occasion of the Agape at Priscilla's house, by a band 
of soldiers, headed by Fulvius, who, as Vestina may 
perhaps have told you, is very anxious to obtain 
her in marriage, but has been rejected over and over 
again by her and us. All the rest of us managed to 
escape to the Catacombs by a subterranean passage in 
the garden, but Vestina" — ^here Epipodious gave a 
perceptible start — " and Felicitas were taken prisoners. 
Hoping to gain her assent to a union, Fulvius released 
Vestina, but with terrible threats in case she would 
not consent to wed him, which threats he has since 
followed up by messages and letters to the same 
effect. Fulvius once offered to procure Felicitas' liberty 
would Vestina hearken to his offer, but we ascertained 
from Marcus that her death was determined upon — 
that in case Vestina repudiated you, Felicitas would 
till die. So she did — the evening before last, by the 
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cruel torture of the boiling pitch. Oh ! it seems too 
terrible to think of— what must it be to bear ? My 
husband was there, although unrecognized in the 
crowd ; he has since received information that his 
family is denounced to the Emperor. Whether that 
information be true or no, of course we cannot tell. 
It may be so, and if it is, then nothing less than 
martyrdom lies before us all." 

" Felicitas sent me word by Marcus," said Vestina, 
" who visited her almost daily, that I was never to be 
unfaithful to you for the sake of Fulvius. Somehow 
she seemed to shrink from that man. He is so daring, 
so impious, so wicked, that she trembled for my 
future if I should ever come under his power." 

" That you never shall, while I live," said Epipo- 
dious, warmly. " Could I endure to see you the wife 
of such a vile wretch as that ! But you have not 
told me of her last moments. Did she adhere to 
her faith ; or was she prevented from saying any- 
thing .? " 

" She did remain firm to her faith, " said Perpetua. 
" Publius told me on his return, that life and liberty 
were offered to her three several times, but that she 
boldly proclaimed her determination never to desert 
her Lord. With the confession of faith upon her lips 
she was flung into the caldron ? *' 

A smothered kind of exclamation burst from his 
lips, for, strong man as he was, he could not picture 
to himself the terrible scene without feeling a shud- 
dering sensation of horror creeping over him. Full 



'^SIFTED AS wheat:* 



219 



noble bearing bore witness. If " absence makes the 
•heart grow fonder," it had surely accomplished its 
object in this case, for to Epipodious Vestina was 
surpassingly attractive, and it was with no small 
degree of thankfulness that he was permitted to look 
upon her again. Perpetua came in as Vestina was 
struggling with her feelings, and the sight nearly com- 
pelled her to give way too ; indeed, her countenance 
bore traces of long-continued weeping, 

" What can be the matter } " said Epipodious, 
anxiously. "Is it true that your slave has been 
tortured to death ? " 

" Yes, only too true. Felicitas was seized on the 
occasion of the Agape at Priscilla's house, by a band 
of soldiers, headed by Fulvius, who, as Vestina may 
perhaps have told you, is very anxious to obtain 
her in marriage, but has been rejected over and over 
again by her and us. All the rest of us managed to 
escape to the Catacombs by a subterranean passage in 
the garden, but Vestina" — ^here Epipodious gave a 
perceptible start — " and Felicitas were taken prisoners. 
Hoping to gain her assent to a union, Fulvius released 
Vestina, but with terrible threats in case she would 
not consent to wed him, which threats he has since 
followed up by messages and letters to the same 
effect. Fulvius once offered to procure Felicitas' liberty 
would Vestina hearken to his offer, but we ascertained 
from Marcus that her death was determined upon — 
that in case Vestina repudiated you, Felicitas would 
till die. So she did — the evening before last, by the 
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receive the body. It was a solemn reception, neither 
of them knowing how soon they might have to en- 
dure the same torture. Priscilla and Zillah then, after 
removing the body into a private apartment, performed 
the last offices of love, that is, as well as the condition 
of the murdered one would admit, for the magnitude 
of the torture was such that her very features were 
unrecognizable. After this they arrayed the body in 
a pure white shroud, and laid it in an inner chamber, 
there to await the funeral obsequies which would take 
place the next evening. 

Marcus left, to perform his mission in seeing that a 
place was prepared in the Catacombs,- while Priscilla, 
Zillah, and Rhoda attended to the corpse. About 
midnight their work was done, and then the three, 
instead of retiring to rest, kept watch by the remains 
of the martyred victim, Priscilla's eyes not serving her 
well by lamplight, Zillah read from Matthew's Gospel, 
and the Epistle to the Romans, different passages 
treating on the life to come. Then, after offering 
prayer, they remained in silent meditation until the 
first faint streaks of dawn illumined the eastern hori- 
zon, when the trio separated, to seek a short respite 
from thought in slumber. 

And this was Felicitas's lying in state. Instead of 
the gorgeous canopy of velvet and silk, and a richly 
ornamented bier, she reposed on the humble couch of 
an aged widow ; in place of the multiplied tapers and 
torches held aloft, to reveal the pride and pomp of the 
ghastly pageantry, her little room was lighted by one 
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small lamp ; while in the stead of armed men standing 
sentry over death, her remains were lovingly regarded 
by three feeble women, followers of the same faith. 
In place of the title scroll, and richly-quartered es- 
cutcheon proclaiming a long and noble descent, she 
bore on her blackened, tortured features the stigma 
which earth had affixed to heaven's nobility, a stigma 
which told of a nobler descent than any earth could 
boast, of nobler deeds than common nobility could 
accomplish ; a stigma which was a mark of honour, 
proclaiming that she had dared to believe and ser\^e 
her Lord, and believing Him had followed Him unto 
death. . On those poor blackened features lay the 
mark of the Lamb, and surely when He moveth the 
heaven and the earth, the blood of martyrs like her, 
which is ever crying from under the altar for ven- 
geance, will be niore accounted of than long descent 
or kingly titles. 

The primitive Christians were so anxious to avoid 
everything agreeing with the idolatrous customs of 
the Roman funerals, that they differed from their 
pagan fellow-citizens in almost every particular. At 
the period of which we are writing, when a Roman 
lay dying the friends and nearest relations kissed and 
embraced him till he expired, hoping thus to receive 
into their own bodies the soul of their departing friend. 
After death, when the body was anointed, it was 
placed at the entrance of the house, near the thresh- 
old, with the feet pointed towards the street, in order 
that all suspicion as to the cause of death might be 
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warded off. In front of the corpse were hired mourn- 
ers, who set up a great outcry, professedly to call back 
the soul again to its late dwelling, but if this outcry 
availed not, the person was then said to be conda- 
ntattiSy or past recall, and preparations for the funeral 
were at once commenced. A cypress tree was cut 
down, and set up in front of the door or gates, as 
a sign that the house was in mourning ; and after 
various ceremonies connected with the lying in stat6, 
the body was removed on the eighth day to the place 
of sepulture. The deceased was borne forth on a 
rich bier, surrounded by his colleagues and relatives, 
each one bearing a flaming torch. On arriving at the 
appointed spot, always without the city iwalls, and 
generally near the common road, a huge pile was 
formed, upon which the body was laid, while one of 
the attendants delivered a funeral oration, setting forth 
the virtues and deeds of the departed one. One of the 
nearest relatives then opened the eyes of the corpse 
that the last look might be directed toward heaven, 
and after sprinkling perfumes and incense on the pile, 
it was set on fire. Not being acquainted with the 
sublime doctrine of the resurrection, they could not 
look forward to the reappearing of the body in new 
and glorious beauty.. But the primitive Christians 
took firm hold of this welcome truth, and almost as 
soon as they knew anything of Christianity rescued 
their dead from the funeral pyre, and buried them. 
In place of gathering up the ashes, and enclosing 
them in an urn, as was then customary, these departed 
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believers were simply wrapped in long white wr,ap- 
pings or shrouds, and laid in the niches prepared in 
the soft yielding tu/a which formed the walls of the 
Catacombs. 

Felicitas's funeral was to take place by night, for 
the sake of secresy and safety. Perilous as it was to 
rescue her body, and convey it to a friend's house, it 
would have been doubly so to run counter to the 
customary rites of Roman funerals, and, by so doing, to 
discover to their foes their subterranean hiding-places. 

The stars were looking calmly down on that great 
city, and silence and darkness reigned over all, for it 
was past the midnight hour when the funeral party 
descended to the Catacombs. Intelligence had been 
sent to the family of Publius and to Demas of the 
intended funeral, and all the immediate companions 
or acquaintances of the poor slave-woman were as- 
sembled. Perpetua came, accompanied by her son 
and daughter ; Andronicus and Onesimus came with 
Marcus, and Demas crept in almost unobserved, 
taking his place by the side of Zillah. Paul and 
Arii^archus were prevented by their bonds from com- 
ing, but they sent by the mouth of Andronicus a mes- 
sage of hope and consolation, pointing the sorrowing 
company to that life beyond the grave, where their 
departed sister was. 

Demas was quivering with fear and terror ; not 
even the message of the Apostle could calm him. 
He had not yet banished from his mind the terrible 
spectacle he had witnessed the night before, and 
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for many years, and since the introduction of Chris- 
tianity into the household, had been very dear to her 
mistress. Blaming himself for yielding, but far more 
for not keeping a stricter watch over the doings in 
his family, he suffered himself to be persuaded into 
going. 

Felicitas was brought forth chained. They need 
not have done this, for whatever a young and agile 
man might have attempted, a feeble woman would 
not think of fleeing from her gaolers : but no wrong 
or indignity was too great to be inflicted upon the 
Christians. So contemned and hated were they, 
that indignities too gross for common criminals 
were freely showered upon them. 

The accusation was a terrible one, but yet a very 
common one. When placed before her judge, false 
witnesses, suborned by Fulvius, accused her of eating 
the flesh of infants. They said that the Christians held 
midnight meetings, at which none but the initiated 
were introduced, and in the course of their ceremonies 
young infants were killed and eaten, as a propitiatory 
sacrifice to Christ. Further, that gaining access to 
one of these meetings, they had arrested Felicitas and 
others in the very act, but that owing to the darkness 
and confusion, the other prisoners had escaped. 

As Publius heard these charges, the blood mounted 
to his cheeks, and his right hand was clenched, as 
if to knock the perjured liars down. To think that 
the assemblies where — as he could not but admit, from 
all that he had 'seen and heard of his wife — every- 
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thing that was pure and self-denying and good was 
inculcated, should be so shamefully slandered, was 
maddening to him. If these were the means by which 
the ancient pagan faiths kept their own against the 
new religion, then they argued more against the per- 
secutors than the persecuted. Publius had always 
imagined before that the laws of Rome were so just 
and equal that criminals were always sure of a fair 
trial; but now he saw and heard for himself how little 
chance these poor Christians would have of bare 
justice — to say naught of mercy. 

As for Felicitas, what did she do ? Did she weep 
and wail, and beseech for dear life, as Fulvius repre- 
sented she would do ? Not at all. She clasped her 
hands and closed her eyes while the sentence was 
being pronounced, and her lips were moving, as if in 
prayer. As for her countenance, it was beaming with 
joy — joy that she was so soon to be with the Master. 

But the sentence ! Listen, worldling ; listen, but- 
terfly of fashion, with bated breath and awe-stricken 
wonder, and then tell me if your worldliness, or fashion- 
worship would have strengthened you to bear it ? It 
was this. Within three days she was to be taken to 
the place of public execution, and there tortured to 
death in a caldron of boiling pitch, 

Publius with difficulty restrained his horror. More 
than once he was on the point of protesting against 
the injustice and barbarity of the sentence ; but the 
remembrance of home, of wife and children, and the 
shivering recollection that possibly the same horrid 
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fate might be in store for them, chained his tongue ; 
and with fearful and hurried steps he stole away 
towards his home. 

Marcus saw Felicitas once or twice again before her 
death, but each time in the same silent mysterious 
way as at first. Her hope was undimmed, and her 
confidence unshaken. In the prospect of death, she 
grew amazingly calm and happy, and the little time 
that Marcus was enabled to spend with her was devoted 
to the further study of the oracles of God. Her last 
message to her mistresses was, " Tell them to be faith- 
ful unto death." 

The night of the third day drew on slowly but surely. 
Every hour of those short-lived days had told off an 
hour less of life to that poor doomed woman. How 
should we feel if we knew that in three days we must 
die a shameful death — a death in which no kind friend 
would be near to wipe off the clammy sweat — ^no 
soothing tones of the loved one's voice would echo in 
our ears ; a death in which no ihinistrations of regret- 
ful love would be our portion^ but only hisses and 
execrations and curses and hatred would attend our 
exit out of this state } Fancy this in all its terrible 
reality, and then tell me if you think that anything 
but the religion of Jesus would sustain in such a death. 
The execution took place at night. Soon after 
dark Felicitas was led forth, between a guard of sol- 
diers, into the bagnioy or public way, and placed in 
the middle of a small square. A numerous crowd 
was assembled to witness the Christian's dying strug- 
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gles, for the news that a Christian slave was to die for 
her faith had spread far and near. Flaming torches 
cast a lurid light around, and partly relieved the 
gloomy darkness. Among the crowd, at a distance, 
stood Publius, and Marcus, and Demas, though all 
unknown to each other, for at such a time recognition 
was perilous. Felicitas was first offered pardon if she 
would deny her faith, and return to the ancient wor- 
ship ; but she nobly refused. She was then stripped 
of her outer garment, and bound hand and foot. Close 
by was a huge caldron of boiling pitch, with a large 
fire under it, which served to keep it at boiling heat. 
For the second and third times the officers asked her 
if she would deny her faith, and receiving her decisive 
negative, she was lifted up and cast into the caldron. 

The struggle could have been but brief, for she dis- 
appeared instantly beneath the black seething mixture. 
A shudder of horror ran through the crowd, pagan 
though it was, and the people looked on with beat- 
ing hearts. Doubtless there were many Christians in 
that crowd — Christians in secret, who came to see how 
a sister could die. Marcus looked again and again 
for the reappearance of Felicitas, but she never rose. 
Even while he looked her spirit soared upward, to 
join the glorified throng of prophets and martyrs. 

Demas looked on too, but with a shuddering despair. 
If this were the result of Christianity, how would he 
fare } Could he die such a death for his faith without 
shrinking } He doubted, and almost wished he had 
never been a Christian. 
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Publius went home, and related the story of Feli- 
citas' death, as well as his horror and indignation 
would permit him. Full sadly he feared that the 
same black shadow of persecution would cross hi» 
own threshold, and his fears were not without foun- 
dation. From that day forward Publius' household 
was a marked one. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

" Yet e^en these bones from insult to protect 
Some frail memorial still erected nigh, 
With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture decked, 
Implores tiie passing tribute of a sigh." 

Gray's " Elegy." 

T^T'HEN a sufficient time had elapsed, in the opinion 
of the executioner, for life to be extinct, the 
corpse of Felicitas was hooked .up from the depths of 
the caldron, and laid on the ground. The friends and 
associates of these early martyrs were often permitted 
to receive the body, and bury it in their own way. It 
was so in this case. Marcus, who was still the faith- 
ful pastor of his affrighted and persecuted flock, ad- 
vanced to the front, and pointing to the corpse, 
inquired if the friends of the deceased might convey 
the body away for burial. On receiving an answer in 
the affirmative, he secured the services of a couple of 
slaves, by the exhibition of a few coins, and wrapping 
the body in a piece of coarse sackcloth, led the way 
to Priscilla's house. This arrangement having been 
agreed on previously, the deaconess was prepared to 

14 
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receive the body. It was a solemn reception, neither 
of them knowing how sOon they might have to en- 
dure the same torture. Priscilla and Zillah then, after 
removing the body into a private apartment, performed 
the last offices of love, that is, as well as the condition 
of the murdered one would admit, for the magnitude 
of the torture was such that her very features were 
unrecognizable. After this they arrayed the body in 
a pure white shroud, and laid it in an inner chamber, 
there to await the funeral obsequies which would take 
place the next evening. 

Marcus left, to perform his mission in seeing that a 
place was prepared in the Catacombs,. while Priscilla, 
Zillah, and Rhoda attended to the corpse. About 
midnight their work was done, and then the three, 
instead of retiring to rest, kept watch by the remains 
of the martyred victim, Priscilla's eyes not serving her 
well by lamplight, Zillah read from Matthew's Gospel, 
and the Epistle to the Romans, different passages 
treating on the life to come. Then, after offering 
prayer, they remained in silent meditation until the 
first faint streaks of dawn illumined the eastern hori- 
zon, when the trio separated, to seek a short respite 
from thought in slumber. 

And this was Felicitas's lying in state. Instead of 
the gorgeous canopy of velvet and silk, and a richly 
ornamented bier, she reposed on the humble couch of 
an aged widow ; in place of the multiplied tapers and 
torches held aloft, to reveal the pride and pomp of the 
ghastly pageantry, her little room was lighted by one 
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small lamp ; while in the stead of armed men standing 
sentry over death, her remains were lovingly regarded 
by three feeble women, followers of the same faith. 
In place of the title scroll, and richly-quartered es- 
cutcheon proclaiming a long and noble descent, she 
bore on her blackened, tortured features the stigma 
which earth had affixed to heaven's nobility, a stigma 
which told of a nobler descent than any earth could 
boast, of nobler deeds than common nobility could 
accomplish ; a stigma which was a mark of honour, 
proclaiming that she had dared to believe and ser\'^e 
her Lord, and believing Him had followed Him unto 
death. . On those poor blackened features lay the 
mark of the Lamb, and surely when He moveth the 
heaven and the earth, the blood of martyrs like her, 
which is ever crying from under the altar for ven- 
geance, will be more accounted of than long descent 
or kingly titles. 

The primitive Christians were so anxious to avoid 
everything agreeing with the idolatrous customs of 
the Roman funerals, that they differed from their 
pagan fellow-citizens in almost every particular. At 
the period of which we are writing, when a Roman 
lay dying the friends and nearest relations kissed and 
embraced him till he expired, hoping thus to receive 
into their own bodies the soul of their departing friend. 
After death, when the body was anointed, it was 
placed at the entrance of the house, near the thresh- 
old, with the feet pointed towards the street, in order 
that all suspicion as to the cause of death might be 



212 VESTINA*S MARTYRDOM. 

warded off. In front of the corpse were hired mourn- 
ers, who set up a great outcry, professedly to call back 
the soul again to its late dwelling, but if this outcry 
availed not, the person was then said to be concla- 
tnatus, or past recall, and preparations for the funeral 
were at once commenced. A cypress tree was cut 
down, and set up in front of the door or gates, as 
a sign that the house was in mourning ; and after 
various ceremonies connected with the lying in stat^, 
the body was removed on the eighth day to the place 
of sepulture. The deceased was borne forth on a 
rich bier, surrounded by his colleagues and relatives, 
each one bearing a flaming torch. On arriving at the 
appointed spot, always without the city walls, and 
generally near the common road, a huge pile was 
formed, upon which the body was laid, while one of 
the attendants delivered a funeral oration, setting forth 
the virtues and deeds of the departed one. One of the 
nearest relatives then opened the eyes of the corpse 
that the last look might be directed toward heaven, 
and after sprinkling perfumes and incense on the pile, 
it was set on fire. Not being acquainted with the 
sublime doctrine of the resurrection, they could not 
look forward to the reappearing of the body in new 
and glorious beauty.. But the primitive Christians 
took firm hold of this welcome truth, and almost as 
soon as they knew anything of Christianity rescued 
their dead from the funeral pyre, and buried them. 
In place of gathering up the ashes, and enclosing 
them in an urn, as was then customary, these departed 
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believers were simply wrapped in long white wi:ap- 
pings or shrouds, and laid in the niches prepared in 
the soft yielding tu/a which formed the walls of the 
Catacombs. 

Felicitas's funeral was to take place by night, for 
the sake of secresy and safety. Perilous as it was to 
rescue her body, and convey it to a friend's house, it 
would have been doubly so to run counter to the 
customary rites of Roman funerals, and, by so doing, to 
discover to their foes their subterranean hiding-places. 

The stars were looking calmly down on that great 
city, and silence and darkness reigned over all, for it 
was past the midnight hour when the funeral party 
descended to the Catacombs. Intelligence had been 
sent to the family of Publius and to Demas of the 
intended funeral, and all the immediate companions 
or acquaintances of the poor slave-woman were as- 
sembled. Perpetua came, accompanied by her son 
and daughter ; Andronicus and Onesimus came with 
Marcus, and Demas crept in almost unobserved, 
taking his place by the side of Zillah. Paul and 
Ari^archus were prevented by their bonds from com- 
ing, but they sent by the mouth of Andronicus a mes- 
sage of hope and consolation, pointing the sorrowing 
company to that life beyond the grave, where their 
departed sister was. 

Demas was quivering with fear and terror ; not 
even the message of the Apostle could calm him. 
He had not yet banished from his mind the terrible 
spectacle he had witnessed the night before, and 
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of it was briefly summed up when, a little time later, 
the Apostle, writing to Timothy, said, " Demas hath 
forsaken me, having loved this present world." 

The two days passed without Zillah being visited or 
consulted. After dark Demas proceeded to Ephraim's 
house once more, and was shown into the same room 
as on the occasion of his former visit Ephraim was 
there in readiness to receive him, for if the truth 
must be told, he was anxious beyond measure for the 
success of his scheme. 

" Well," said the crafty old man, looking up at his 
visitor, " have you decided ? " 

" I have." 

" And what is your decision ? ** 

" To accept your offer, and return to my old faith. 
I have not seen Zillah, as I think that my opinion will 
have more weight with her when my decision is fixed. 
I intend seeing her to-morrow." 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

" Let us be patient I These severe afflictions 

Not from the ground arise, 

But oftentimes celestial benedictions 

Assuine^this dark disguise." 

Longfellow. 

'"TS it true, Demas, oh I is it true that you have for- 
saken the faith ? I am told that you have left 
Christianity for Judaism again, and that you have 
relinquished the Pearl of Price for the sake of my 
father's gold. Say it is not true, Demas." 

Rumour had been very busy with the peace of Zillah 
in relation to Demas and his doings. Gossip is not 
indigenous to the nineteenth century : for it flourished 
in Paul's days, when he said that the Athenians spent 
their time in " telling or hearing some new thing," and 
certain we are that it flourished in Rome at that 
period. Well, some busybody had brought an inkling 
of the truth to Priscilla, and she, after consideration, 
resolved to let the matter rest for a. few days, until 
she could question the young man himself. Before 
that opportunity arrived, however, the truth had been 
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borne on the wings of rumour to Zillah, and in her 
amazement and sorrow she immediately sent for 
him. 

" It is true. I may as well acknowledge it now as 
deceive you for a little while. I am living with your 
father, and he desires me to say, that if you will con- 
form to his wishes there is a home for us both. Now 
listen patiently to me : I am not so bad as you think, 
and I am sure that you will agree with me that your 
father needs somebody to live with him. A few days 
since he asked me to go over to his house, as he 
wished to consult me about something of importance. 
I went, and on entering into conversation, I found 
that he felt his loneliness much, so much. that his 
heart was craving for some one who should come and 
relieve the tedium of his sorrow. He spoke of you 
too, and wished that both of us would go to live 
with him. He said further that he was getting weary 
of business, and would like to retire in favour of a 
successor. Then he offered the chance to me, of course, 
for your sake, and yours alone, seeing that he would 
never have known me perhaps had it not been for 
you ; but told me frankly that he could not accept me 
as a Christian. This you cannot wonder at, seeing 
what a strict Jew your father is, and always has been. 
I thought over the matter a good deal, and finally 
accepted your father's offer, and as I did it as much 
for your sake as my own, I think you should not 
reproach me." 

" I do not reproach you for showing a kindness to 
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my father, Demas, but what can I think of your for- 
saking our Lord." 

This was a sore point with Demas. He knew that 
he had put a fairer construction upon his act than he 
was warranted in doing, because, if truth were told, he 
could not drag out his own conscience to the light of 
day, he could not bear for his apostacy to be scruti- 
nised in all its naked deformity. He knew full well 
that the love of money had been his ruling passion, 
and that as Judas had sold his Master for silver, liter- 
ally, even so he had done in a figure. 

" Will you tell me what I could gain by it ? What 
are the adherents of your faith getting for their faith- 
fulness, but dishonour, persecution, and death } Did I 
not tell you, at Felicitas*s burial, that if religion 
brought me such a death as hers, I must give it up ? 
Whatever you think of Jesus Christ, I must say that 
I cannot understand why it is, if He be above all 
kings and rulers, and if He be really God's Son, that 
His followers are trodden under foot, and treated 
like unclean beasts. Why does He not appear on His 
followers* behalf.? Why does He not deliver them 
sometimes, and so prove His power and might ? If He 
would do this, life would be a little more endurable 
for those who profess the Christian religion than it is 
now. Besides, I don't see but that those who belong 
to the old faith are in every respect equal with 
Christians. We all profess to believe in one God, 
but you Christians worship two otKers as of equal 
glory with Him ; and who are the two } A Jewish 
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malefactor, who died by the just laws of our land, and 
a Spirit which He promised a few crazy fanatics who 
followed Him. For my part, I much prefer the an- 
cient Jewish faith : we know that it comes from God, 
for He himself delivered it to our fathers, but as for 
this, we know not whence it comes, and for aught we 
know it may be all a piece of gross imposture." 

" Stop, Demas, stop. While I experience the love 
of Christ in my heart, as I do, I will never allow that 
His holy religion is a piece of gross imposture ! How 
can you dare to say that the blessed Lord Jesus is 
only a Jewish malefactor.? I wonder your tongue 
does not cleave to the roof of your mouth. If I mis- 
take not, you have felt something of the power of 
religion in your heart, — your darkness has been to 
a certain degree chased away, — ^and knowing this, 
Aow can you deny your conscience, and blaspheme 
your Lord ? " 

'* I could not face a martyr's death, Zillah, Call 
me coward if you like, but I could not die a terrible 
death like Felicitas died. Why the recollection of 
that sight makes my blood run cold even yet And I 
believe I can serve God as truly in the Jewish faith 
now as our fathers did of old." 

" The old covenant is abolished, Demas, and a new 
and living way is provided, whereby we can now 
approach God. Therefore I believe that the <5nly 
right way is through our once crucified Saviour, Jesus 
Christ. And as to persecution and martyrdom, about 
which you seemed to have feared until you have 



A JEWISH MAIDEN'S STEADFASTNESS. 24I 

fallen into a snare, I do not believe that Christ allows 
one of His servants to come into such a strait as that 
without giving them needful support and grace. You 
do not need dying grace until you come to die, 
and then, if you seek it, it will be given." 

A lesson here for trembling believers, who are " all 
their lifetime subject to bondage through fear of 
death." Many there are who walk in the gloom and 
darkness of the valleys because of this, when they 
might be mounting the hill-tops, and while revelling 
in the sunshine of a father's smile, taking every now 
and then a look at " the celestial city " with its golden 
battlements, and becoming familiar with the atmo- 
sphere thereof. The spirit engendered by the carking 
care and anxiety of the struggle for life in a world 
like ours, is not favourable to the thought of death. 
We grow so much in the habit of considering and 
aiming at the things " that are seen," that the " things 
which are unseen" fade into very dim perspective 
indeed, so that when we do think of entering upon 
these unseen realities we shrink back shudderingly, 
saying, with bated breath, " Not now. Lord, not now." 
But while many do this, many more think about 
dying, and talk about dying before they need to, and 
so make their whole lives a pilgrimage in the dark. 
Such had better remember Zillah's words : " You do 
not need dying grace until you come to die^ 

"Well, never mind that now, Zillah. But one 
thing more I must ask you. Will you go back to 
your father's house } Will you make his home cheer- 

16 
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ful in his old age ? And you know, too, how long we 
have loved one another. Could not our union take 
place now ? " 

"I will come back if my father will permit me, 
gladly ; but I cannot deny my faith. I must still 
remain a Christian. And I can never wed you, for 
all that we have clung to one another for so long 
a time, until you return to your Lord." 

" Don't say that, Zillah. You may change your 
mind, or circumstances may alter. A thousand things 
may occur to induce you to change your decision, 
so that I shall not take this denial as a final one." 

" Circumstances will never alter so that I shall for- 
sake my faith. It has been too precious to me for 
that, Demas. And until you return to your Lord and 
mine, I shall never become yours." 

" Will you spurn your father's offer too ? " 

"I do not spurn it. I am longing to return to 
the home of my girlhood and youth ; I am wearying 
to settle down once more in the familiar home-circle ; 
but if dishonour to Christ and denial of my religion 
must be the only terms on which I can return, then I 
must remain banished. Only I hope and pray for my 
father every day, and I do believe that in God's good 
time he too will be brought into the fold. My mother 
died in the faith of Christ — of that I am assured ; and 
that which sustained and cheered her hours of lonely 
suffering shall also cheer mine." 

Demas left her, for you might as well have striven 
to move the adamantine rock as to shake her con- 
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fidence in her Lord. We do not envy his reflections 
as he returned home ; they must have been some- 
thing akin to those of Judas, when he sold his Master. 
The young man had deliberately chosen the riches of 
this life in preference to tho^e of the life to come, 
hoping that his specious arguments and professions of 
regard would induce Zillah to accompany him. And 
Ephraim was waiting none the less anxiously for the 
success which he trusted would follow Demas' en- 
deavours ; for he cared but little that Demas should 
recant if his daughter did not do likewise. Byt 
all in vain : Zillah was grounded on the rock, and 
there her feet found firm footing amid all the storms 
of temptation and the dash of the waves of trial. 

But woman's love is something constant and won- 
derful. Zillah could not give up Demas, in her heart, 
although she had informed him of her intention to do 
so. She knew full well that two could not walk toge- 
ther, unless there were agreement on this momentous 
subject — that light had no concord with darkness, 
nor Judaism with Christianity. And she knew too 
that Demas and she must part, if the price of their 
union must be the renunciation of her precious faith. 
But, notwithstanding, she prayed and hoped for him, 
as only a woman can hope, and her pale cheeks and 
sleepless nights bore witness to the intensity and 
frequency of her intercessions on his behalf 

Not content with this she tried other means. At 
the next assembly held in Priscilla's house Andro- 
nicus and Onesimus were present as usual, and, aided 
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by the deaconess, she told them of Demas' drawing 
back, and requested them to seek him out. This 
they willingly promised to do, with the object of 
arguing with him, and if possible bringing him back 
to the faith. Before doing so, however, they informed 
Paul, and took council with him as to how they 
should act with Demas. To recover a backslider 
one needs the deepest wisdom and the tenderest 
love ; indeed, the one who deals with a recusant pro- 
fessor must possess very special qualifications for the 
work. Paul knew this, and counselled the young 
men wisely. Had it been practicable he would have 
gone himself to Demas, and reasoned with him con- 
cerning his error, but, as we before said, he was 
chained night and day to a soldier, although dwelling 
in " his own hired house." This, then, was impossible, 
but he sent a faithful message by the mouth of the 
young men, and invited him to his house for further 
discussion. Often, in former times, Demas had gone 
there for instruction, but would he come now for 
reproof ? It was doubtful. 

Demas rejected the arguments oft his youthful 
visitors with indignant scorn. Nay, more ; he repu- 
diated the very name of Christianity, and declared 
his intention of remaining firm to his ancient faith. 
And when invited to Paul's house — an honour which 
few of the primitive believers were slow to accept — 
he rudely and ungratefully rejected it Truly Demas 
was bound hand and foot in the service of the god of 
this world. 
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Some few days after, Zillah received a letter from 
Demas, repeating his determination to adhere to his 
decision, but still asking for her love. His love for 
Zillah was the one solitary oasis in the desert of his 
heart, and he could not give her up. Part of the 
letter ran thus : — 

"Your father is looking and longing for your return 
home every day. He is lonely without you — his 
only child. I have endeavoured to gain his consent to 
your coming home, and retaining your Christianity, 
knowing how firmly you are attached to it, but I 
have failed. He says he will never consent to reside 
under the same roof with one who has apostatised 
from the faith. And I think he is right ; for whatever 
may be your ideas on the subject, I must say that I 
cannot understand how it was that I could allow my- 
self to be so long the dupe of this new Gospel — the 
teachings of an impostor and malefactor." Here 
Zillah put down the letter, horror-stricken that her 
bosom friend of "long ago" could thus blaspheme 
against the Lord he once professed to serve. Taking 
it up again, however, she read on, " But glad I am 
that I have once more returned to the bosom of 
my former faith, and therein I hope to die. I was 
received into the synagogue last sabbath. 

"But, Zillah, I cannot give you up. I will never 
say a word against your religion, if you will only 
allow me to be to you what I once hoped and 
trusted I should be. I cannot bear the idea of your 
remaining a tax upon the kindness and charity of 
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Priscilla. Would you not rather be mistress of your 
own home, the joy of your husband's heart, and the 
light of your father's eyes ? Oh ! do not reject me ; 
for I cannot, I will not, give you up." 

But Zillah did give him up ; for knowing that it 
was her solemn duty to forsake father and mother, 
brother and sister and lover, houses and land, if need 
be, for Christ, she did it. Not that it was no struggle 
to her. It was a struggle, and a very bitter one. 
But the anguish of that struggle was seen by no 
mortal eye. In the solitude of her chamber she 
writhed and wept under the blow, as only those can 
weep who love intensely and heartily. For this 
attachment to Demas had been the bright constella- 
tion of her life, the " pleasant picture *' of her exist- 
ence, especially since her banishment frorii home ; 
but the attachment was one of those things which 
would "hinder" her progress heavenward, and so she 
must go through the "wrenching away" process. 
" The day of the Lord shall be upon all pleasant 
pictures," and so it came to pass now. Zillah had 
set her affections too much upon Demas possibly, 
and so in this way the illusion was dispelled, and she 
was purified by fire. 

And depend upon it, if ever we set our affections 
on any one thing or state, and imagine that we could 
not endure for " the day of the Lord " to come upon 
it, that is the very quarter in which we shall have to 
suffer. If there is any trial you feel you could not 
bear, that will be the one chosen to come upon you. 
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to show you that His strength can be made sufficient 
for your weakness, and that it needed not this bless- 
ing, or that joy, to make up all your sunshine. But 
then, when we suffer, how slow we are to see this, and 
how quick to exclaim, with the patriarch of olden 
years, " All, all these things are against me ! " 

But Zillah was only a woman — indeed, little more 
than a girl yet ; and could not reason like this over 
her trial. And I know that the hardships and trials 
of life are far more unendurable at twenty than at 
sixty, and the things which happen in youth to try 
us seem so bitter and distressing that we feel as if 
they would be life-long sorrows. 

And Zillah was not alone in her experience. " Via 
lucts, via crucis ** (the way of light is the way of the 
cross), is more or less the motto of every believer. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

** Whom I would have retained with me, that in thy stead he might 
have ministered unto me in the bonds of the Gospel." 

Paul's Epistle. 

" VT'OU must return to the church at Colosse, One- 
simus, and to your master. I have written 
an epistle to Philemon, which you must carry with 
you, and that I think will ensure you a favourable 
reception." 

" I will do whatever you think best," replred Onesi- 
mus. " I have many times thanked God that my feet 
were directed to you, for you not only succoured me 
in my temporal misery, but directed me to seek hap- 
piness for the life to come. Had I known your gospel 
before, I should not have run away from my master. 
I hope he will not visit my wrong upon me." 

" He will not, Onesimus ; I am convinced of that. 
He will rather receive you as a fellow believer. And, 
indeed, had not your master the first claim upon your 
services, I should much like to retain you with me — 
to help me in my bonds ; " here Onesimus looked as 
if he would very much like to adopt the Apostle's 
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suggestion, but Paul went on, " but seeing that Phile- 
mon has the first claim upon you, you must do your 
duty by returning to Colosse at once." 

Onesimus had now been with Paul some months, 
and had become an apt pupil, both in tent-making 
. ajid in the doctrines of the new faith. He had become 
united with the church there, and was a consistent 
member of it. His life had been so happy and un- 
eventful while under the Apostle's sheltering care, 
that he felt almost reluctant to return to Colosse — to 
his old state of bondage. But Paul had counselled 
him rightly, when he counselled him to return to his 
master. It was his duty, and before duty all other 
considerations must give way. Besides the recommen- 
datory letter to his master, he was also the bearer 
of the epistle to the Colossians ; and the bare fact 
of his being honoured sufficiently to be the bearer 
of this letter would ensure him a cordial reception at 
Colosse. So in another day or two he departed. 

Not long after this an imperial edict released Paul 
and Aristarchus from their semi-imprisonment, and 
granted them liberty, on condition of departing in- 
stantly out of Rome. This they did : liberty was sweet 
after " the bonds of the gospel," and the infant churches 
in Greece, Asia Minor, Italy, and Spain, needed the 
presencfe and encouragement of the two preachers. 
After their departure Andronicus took up his abode 
under the roof of Marcus. 

Meanwhile Demas and Ephraim agreed more and 
more closely, the one for the sake of Zillah and her 
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father's gold, and the other for the hope that his 
daughter would by-and-by be induced to return to 
the old faith. But all in vain were their expectations, 
for ZiUah only grew more and more attached to her 
precious faith. 

* * ^t * * 

About this time more trials befell the little church. 
We have before mentioned the two slave-women from 
the palace, Albina and Biblis, who were the fruits of 
Claudia's instructions. Nero might be all powerful in 
Rome as far as state-craft and imperial power were 
concerned, but he could not reign over the consciences 
of even the meanest of his slaves. Christianity 
flourished even in his palace — not only among some of 
the nobles and ladies, but in the hearts of some of his 
meanest slaves. These two were notably the most bold 
for Christ, but there were others beside in the imperial 
kitchens who had virtually, though not openly, re- 
nounced paganism. But some unguarded expressions 
of these two were caught up and conveyed to the 
Emperor, who instantly ordered them to be put fn 
confinement. There were dungeons underneath the 
palace, as gloomy and as chilling as any in the Ma- 
mertine, and to some of these Albina and Biblis were 
consigned. After some days' solitary confinement 
they were taken into the Emperor's presence, and 
threatened ^Vith torture unless they would confess 
their error, and reveal the names of their associates. 

It was a noble sight — was that examination. Nero 
sat on a raised seat on a carpeted dais, in the 
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large hall, surrounded by scores of courtiers and 
nobles. Before him were placed on a stand various 
instruments of torture. Presently the two slaves were 
brought in, guarded by a couple of stalwart soldiers. 
Of course the countenance of their royal master was 
not strange to them, but now one could tell from the 
look on his face that little mercy would be shown 
them. 

" Heresy in the palace, eh? " was his first salutation. 
" How dare you to adopt this new religion ? How 
long have yoti been led away by it ? Speak ! " 

"We have known Christ, great Caesar, for some 
months." 

" Who is this Christ you worship ? What is he but 
a gross impostor, one who turned the world upside 
down, and made strife and bloodshed ? Where did 
you learn of him ? " 

" We cannot tell, your majesty." 

"Put them to the torture," said the Emperor, 
growing white with rage. 

Each soldier seized his prisoner, and after binding 
her hand and foot, threw her down on the floor, and 
administered forty stripes. Being strong, able men, 
this was no light punishment, especially as the victims 
were frail women, only robed in the long tunic which 
was the dress of a slave. They were then raised, all 
breathless and bruised as they were, and interrogated 
again. 

" Confess your associates," commanded Nero, " or 
you shall be put to the torture again." 
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Again the firm respectful negative was extorted. 
Had they confessed who were their friends in the 
faith, they must have given evidence which would 
have inculpated Claudia, Publius^s family, and many 
others of note in Roman society, to say nothing of 
humbler individuals. And as they stood firm to their 
denial, Nero's brow grew dark and hateful with the 
fierce passions which claimed him master. 

" Take them back to their dungeons," he ordered. 
" To-morrow they shall die in the Amphitheatre. 
Keep them in safe custody till then." 

And so they were taken back, with stiffened, 
bruised frames, to lie on a cold dungeon-floor all night, 
knowing too that the beams of the next morning sun 
would only light them to a dreadful death. A grand 
revel was to be held in Rome on the next day, and 
some of the slaves brought from the fallen towns of 
Judea were to be torn to death by wild beasts. Albina 
and Biblis were to be consigned to this fate also ; and 
as the death of these Christians would add to the 
grim interest of the exhibition a herald was com- 
manded to announce it in the public streets on the 
following morning. 

The morning dawned, clear and soft. A thin blue 
mist was enshrouding the city and concealing the 
tops of the loftiest edifices, but the rays of the rising 
sun quickly banished the veil, and the pinnacles and 
towers of that vast city glittered and flashed in the 
sunlight. Many rose on that day thinking only of 
the pleasures and sights which were in store for them 
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at the Amphitheatre ; but two poor suffering creatures 
looked on the scant beams of the morning sun, as 
those look who are about to leave life for ever. Not 
that they trembled at the thought of death, not that 
they feared the prospect beyond ; but they feared 
that perchance the terrible torture might make them 
deny their Master : and the one great anxiety of thoir 
souls was to be found firm to the faith. Well they 
knew that their royal owner would consign them ruth- 
lessly to this terrible death, for in addition to the fact 
that he AaUd Christianity, his latent thirst for cruelty 
had been developed, and his acts had been more 
becoming a bloodthirsty beast than a man. But this 
thought only drove them nearer to their infallible 
refuge: like " Christian " when in the dungeon of 
Giant Despair, they only remembered and clung to 
the promises more than ever. 

Those early morning hours passed by, and the 
citizens of Rome thronged to the Amphitheatre. As 
one proof of the barbarising effects of the religion 
which was theirs, they were excelled by no other 
nation upon the face of the earth in their thirst for 
blood. Among their most favoured national sports 
were these Amphitheatre horrors, where men fought 
with animals until they were torn in pieces, or with 
each other until each fell into the arms of death ; 
while distinguished nobles, and beautiful women, 
Rome's fairest sons and daughters, as well as the 
motley crowd which usually make up such an assem- 
blage, looked on with delight Among the crowd 
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was one group who displayed, by their sorrowin j looks 
and tearful eyes, their horror of the scene. This was 
the family of Publius. The old patrician had com- 
pelled his wife and children to accompany him there, 
to prove his devotion to the Emperor, and not daring 
to refuse the mandate, they obeyed. Epipodious ac- 
companied Vestina, fearing and trembling for her 
self-possession, and resolved to be at her side, if pos- 
sible, to prevent what we should call in modern par- 
lance, " a scene" The whole family occupied one of 
the marble seats in a tier but little removed from the 
imperial family. Bands of music, eagles, and banners 
helped to give a fine effect to the scene, and very 
soon the immense building was crammed to the very 
top. Under all these amphitheatres dungeons were 
constructed, for the purpose of holding the slaves or 
prisoners destined for death on these f^Us, and Albina 
and Biblis had been removed there some hour or so 
previously. They were not among the first who were 
brought out : several slaves were cast to destruction 
first, being bound hand and foot some of them, and 
thrown before hungry lions, while others were pro- 
vided with short swords, and commanded to attack 
the infuriated beasts. In these cases the struggle 
was not a prolonged one — brute strength and brute 
ferocity triumphed over the weak efforts of the trem- 
bling victims. Seven or eight of these poor wretches 
were destroyed, while the music drowned the noise of 
their shrieks, when the order was given for the two 
Christians to be brought out. When this order was 
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given, Publius cast a warning glance to his family, as 
much as to repress any exhibition of feeling; but 
Vestina and her mother were already on their guard, 
and Epipodious was close by their side, watching them 
with that keen interest which only love can impart. 
Presently, amid a flourish of trumpets, the two women 
were brought out. They were partially disrobed, and 
cast timid glances at the vast crowd assembled to see 
them die. Then calmly clasping their hands in the 
attitude of prayer they waited their fate. Four wild 
horses were brought out ; Albina was tied between 
two of them, in such a way that the struggles of the 
animals must tear her almost limb from limb, and 
Biblis between the other two in the same manner. 
Then a sharp goad was applied to the bodies of the 
horses, and the gongs and trumpets sounded. In the 
din, the infuriated animals plunged and kicked wildly, 
until the sight of the martyrdom was too awful to 
look upon. In a little time — perhaps ten or fifteen 
minutes — the spirits of the two slaves soared to God's 
presence, and their mangled, bleeding remains were 
cast into the centre of the arena. 

How Perpetua and Vestina remained there, they 
never knew. Epipodious supported Vestina on his 
arm, as she turned away her fainting gaze from the 
horrid spectacle. The festivities were now over, and 
the assembly rose to depart — ^how much edified by 
what they had witnessed, we will not say. Rather, 
we should imagine, they were the more brutalised 
and debased. 
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Late that evening Vestina received a note inscribed 
on a small perfumed ivory tablet. It was from Fulvius, 
who had, though unknown to her, noticed her with 
Epipodious and her parents at the Amphitheatre. 

Having recognised her lover, his rage knew no 
bounds. The note ran thus : 

" I have seen you to-day in the presence of your 
friends, and accompanied by that Greek fellow, 
Epipodious. You must have seen and heard the tor- 
tures inflicted on those two Christian wretches, who 
were cast into the arena this morning. Would you 
like a similar fate ? Would you relish being cast to 
wild beasts ? But you know your fate if you per- 
sist in rejecting me. From being your lover, and a 
despised suitor for your hand, I shall become your 
most inveterate enemy. And trust me, if you still 
cling to Epipodious, you shall both perish miserably. 
Beware ! I have power, and shall not scruple to use 

it. — Fulvius." 

Epipodious was not gone, and Vestina immediately, 
as was most natural, showed him the tablet. As he 
read it an expression of resolution stole over his 
features, and he said, "I must show this to your 
father, Vestina. If possible, we must be immediately 
wedded, and flee." 

Not waiting for her reply, he went in search of 
Publius. In a few minutes he found him, and laid the 
case before him with all the eagerness and warmth of 
one who was anxious to save the life of a being dearer 
than himself. Pgblius deliberated a moment, and 
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then, after .conferring with Perpetua, intimated his 
willingness to allow the marriage to be performed at 
once. 
" But/* he said, "where will you go when married ? " 
" To Athens, immediately ; Fulvius and his emis- 
saries will be powerless there, and we can dwell in 
safety till the storm be over. Should persecution 
cease we shall return to Rome, but I think it will be 
safest to remain away some two or three years." 
" Who will perform the marriage ceremony ? " 
" I believe I can get Marcus to do it : at any rate, 
I will try. I will seek him out at once, and bring 
him back with me." 

Away Epipodious went, and quickly found out 
Marcus. Knowing the circumstances of the case, the 
pastor had no objection to make the midnight journey ; 
and soon after the midnight hour was past, the two 
regained Publius's house. Vestina was waiting in her 
mother's company, discoursing with her of the new 
and untried sphere she was about to enter. But Ves- 
tina had always been a good daughter, and, without 
doubt, a good daughter will make a good wife. 
Epipodious was a faithful Christian believer, and both 
the young people were of one heart in the love of 
Christ 

The marriage-service having been performed accord- 
ing to the simple fashion of the primitive church, the 
newly married couple took an affectionate leave of 
the household, and departed alone, disguised, and by 
night, to prosecute their journey to Athens. 

17 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

*' Time's glory is to calm contending kings, 
To unmask falsehood and bring truth to light, 
. To stamp the seal of time in aged things, 
To wake the mom and sentinel the night, 
To wrong the wronger till he render right. 

O time I thou tutor both to good and bad, 
Teach me to curse him that hath wrought this ill. 

At his own shadow let the thief run mad, 
Himself, himself seek every hour to kill I 

Such wretched hands, such wretched blood should spill.*' 

Shakespeare. 

T3 OME was on fire ! The lurid glare seemed to 
make the sky of molten brass, while capitol, the- 
atres, temples, and triumphal columns were all own- 
ing the terrific power of the devouring element. It 
was night in the city, but the fire had been raging for 
a day and a night previously. Preventive measures 
had hitherto failed, and to an on-looker from a little 
distance it would have seemed as if an arch of fire 
spanned the city. An incredible noise was produced 
by the rush of the flames, and the frequent crash of 
roofs and buildings, as they fell successively, and be- 
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came smouldering, blackened heaps. The populace 
were careering wildly about, running hither and thither, 
in wild frenzy, some accusing one thing as having 
been the cause of the fire, and others accusing another. 
Among a few the cry against the Christians was being 
raised, a cry destined to work irremediable woe among 
the poor persecuted believers. And amid all the 
horror and excitement of the scene, the Emperor 
— who was the author of all this misery, having, as is 
now universally believed from corroborative testi- 
mony, set the city on fire to satisfy a brutal jest — sat 
on the top of the tower of Macenas, playing his harp. 
Only a brutalised spirit could have done this, but 
Nero had taken deep lessons in crime of late ; and 
he who in his youth lamented that he had ever 
learnt to write, when that accomplishment was to be 
turned to account in signing death-warrants, could 
now relentlessly consign numbers to a cruel death by 
torture. Having succeeded in his brutal purpose, he 
was enjoying the sight with a relentless glee, of which 
a civilized mind cannot think without abhorrence. 

The fear and horror in the city rose to an intense 
height, and citizens and soldiers banded together to 
subdue the fiery element. This was no slight task, 
for with all the civilization of the Romans, they had 
not the appliances nor the forces requisite for such an 
undertaking. 

We have before mentioned that Honoria and 
Hortensia, Publius's twin-sisters, lived together in 
a house in the yanus Sumnus, This street was 
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one of the first to come under the power of the 
conflagration, and very shortly the two aged ladies 
had to flee for their lives to their brother's house. 
They were feeble and ill, having not yet recovered 
from the fright and exposure in the damp caverns of 
the Catacombs on the night of the Agape. Ever since 
that time they had suffered physically, but much 
more mentally, on account of the persecution and 
death of Felicitas ; and the attempts of Fulvius to 
work mischief in their brother's house had done more 
than all to prey upon their spirits. On this fearful 
night the poor old ladies seemed utterly paralyzed 
with fear and terror. And no wonder, for the horror 
of that night exceeds our power of description. The 
infuriated populace were not only trying to stop the 
fire, but were echoing and re-echoing the cry that was 
possibly first set up by some minion of Nero's, or, as 
some writers have said, by his instigation : " To the 
flames with the Christians ! The Christians have set 
Rome on fire ! " These awful cries resounded in their 
ears as they were led, or rather half-carried by some 
of their faithful domestics to Publius's house, and this, 
coupled with the fact that their brother's family was 
under a ban, raised their terror to the highest pitch. 
The poor ladies had lived nearly all their lives in 
quietude and retirement, and had withdrawn more and 
more from society as age grew upon them. So utterly 
unable were they to endure the terror and danger of 
that night, that the next day each was stretched upon 
a bed of suffering, and prostration. 
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The conflagration was got under, but not before 
some lives were lost, and much damage done. Rome 
was almost in a state of tumult, for the fiercest pas- 
sions of mankind had been aroused, and the populace 
clamoured for vengeance against some one, or some- 
thing. But two of that sect so specially hated were 
passing away from the noise and strife of earth, to the 
"mansions" in the upper rooms of our "Father's house." 

There is a mysterious tie between twins. What 
that tie is no one can rightly tell, but certain it is that 
the mental and physical constitution of twins partake 
so much of each other, that it is not unfrequently the 
case that twins suffer together, are glad together, 
prosper together, and sometimes die together. It 
turned out to be so in this case ; indeed, the deaths 
of these twin-sisters are recorded in the annals of 
Christian church history. We have before said that 
they were aged and feeble — but little adapted to bear 
the rough blasts of adversity, and this last terrible 
shock had been more than they could endure. The 
horror and fright they had passed through told fa- 
tally upon their frames, and, as the result, they were, 
though each unknown to the other, fast sinking into 
the arms of death. They occupied separate rooms in 
Publius's house, and were assiduously waited upon by 
Perpetua, who tended them with the same care and 
devotion she would have tended a mother. Honoria, 
as was natural to a mother, was anxious about her son 
Philip. She had not seen his manly face for some 
years now, for he bad been constantly engaged in 
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turmoil and war, — indeed, ever since he entered the 
army, he had only completed one campaign to enter 
upon another. But his mother's soul yearned after 
him in this trying death-hour. 

" Publius," she said, " I have only one desire unful- 
filled, and that is to see my son before I die. Lately, 
I cannot tell why, I have so longed to see that boy," 
— for he was in mother-parlance a "boy" still, though 
in reality he was a fine stalwart middle-aged maa 
" I have so yearned to listen to his voice. Will 
this pleasure be denied me, I wonder ? " 

" I fear you will not* see him," returned Publius. 
" I am acquainted with the work of the army, and I 
know that the campaign in which he is engaged will 
not be over for some months. But I wish you could 
see him." 

" But," she continued, " I have no doubt that he will 
finally come with me into the same blessed inherit- 
ance. Ah ! my brother, I see that you shrink from 
the bare mention of that, but let me tell you that the 
faith of our Lord Jesus Christ is the happiest faith for 
life or death. What will your pagan creed do for you 
when you come to die ? Will you enjoy peace in the 
prospect of death ? Ah, no ! unless you are brought 
to acknowledge Jesus Christ as your Lord and your 
God you will tremble at the bare thought of it. But 
for years now I have known and loved Jesus Christ, 
and so has my sister Hortensia ; and all these 
years we have believed and prayed for you and your 
family. We have lived to see some of your house- 
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hold brought into the faith, and so surely will you/* 

" We will not discuss that, if you please, Honoria. 
It is a subject painful to me, and I desire not to pur- 
sue it." 

" It will, ere long, be a very pleasing subject to you, 
brother,** said Honoria, " and the faith which you are 
now afraid even to think of, will be the chief treasure 
of your heart." 

Publius made no reply. He would not argue with 
a dying sister, and in his secret heart he reverenced 
that faith so much spoken against everywhere. 

"My son, Philip," the aged woman moaned out 
" Oh ! that I could see him once more before. I go 
hence. But, Publius, be sure to tell him that he must 
seek his mother's God — the God of the Christians — 
before he will meet her again in the better land." 

Here her strength failed her, and she fell into a 
sweet tranquil slumber. Froni this she never woke 
again : so sweet and peaceful was her departure, that 
the watchers knew not when she left them. 

Hortensia was able to speak almost with her dying 
breath, and while entreating those around her to 
espouse the Christian faith, exchanged Rome for 
Heaven. 

Perpetua now felt her loneliness more than ever. 
Her daughter far away on her journey to Athens ; 
her son kept closely under his father's eye, pursuing 
his studies, for fear of greater contamination with the 
heresy ; her faithful slave still in death ; and her 
aged relatives, who had been dear in the faith, now 
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taken away from the church militant to join the 
church triumphant She felt her loneliness very in- 
tensely, — ^the more, too, because that her husband, 
from prudential motives, forbade her going to the 
Christian assemblies, or holding the least communion 
with any who professed the doomed faith. There are 
few of God's children but have passed through this 
phase of trial ; few of His chosen ones but have at 
sometime or other experienced a feeling of bitter 
soul-depressing loneliness. To such the consciousness 
of an ever present Lord is the most cheering thing 
that can possibly be granted to uphold and bless 
them in the struggle. Many a poor tried one would 
inevitably fall by the roadside of life were it not for 
this consciousness, and many more have had to bless 
God that the sense of it has assisted them on to victory. 
But this season of lonely suffering was doubtless bene- 
ficial to her in more ways than one. Although she 
knew it not, she was soon to suffer also in defence of 
her faith, and in these days of calm retirement she 
grew in self-examination, single-heartedness, likeness 
to Christ, and deadness to the world. 

Meantime, as we have said, the popular fury against 
the Christians was rising to its height. Rome was 
still, in some of her most splendid quarters, one vast 
heap of smoking ruins, and the pagan citizens who 
had suffered by the outbreak were not slow to take up 
the cowardly cry first started by the minions of the 
Emperor. On several succeeding evenings, when im- 
mense crowds were gathered together, swaying hither 
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and thither in all the unreasoning caprice of a mob, 
the cry, "To the lions with the Christians ! " had been 
started, and once started, taken up, and re-echoed 
with a dreadful significance. Surely Vestina and Epi- 
podious had hastened from a terrible doom, surely 
Honoria and Hortensia were but " taken away from 
the evil to come." 

About this time, Alexander, the former friend and 
companion of Epipodious, arrived in Rome. His 
future course iu life, and his differing tastes, had led 
him to prefer travelling in Spain and Gaul. Our 
readers will remember that he had embraced Christi- 
anity with Epipodious, and had left Rome an ardent 
believer in the faith of Christ But a change had 
come o'er the spirit of his dream : intercourse with 
foreign nations — and those professedly heathen, — old 
habits of thought, and fear of coming under the per- 
secuting spirit then raging in Rome, induced him to 
renounce his faith, and deny his Master, before ever he 
set foot in Rome. He was not much surprised that 
Epipodious and his wife had fled to save their lives, 
and hinted to Perpetua, in very broad terms, that her 
wisest course would be, either to follow her daughter 
in exile, or to renounce like him. Neither of these 
alternatives did Perpetua feel inclined to accept. As 
a wife, her first duty was at home, and as a Christian, 
it was also her bounden duty to remain at the post 
of duty. Had her husband been inclined to adopt 
Christ's advice and "flee into another city," she would 
doubtless have accompanied him, but under no other 
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circumstances would she adopt the backsliding pro- 
fessor's advice. 

It will be remembered that Andronicus and Marcus 
occupied the same house ; indeed, the faithful pastor 
had been only too glad to oblige the Apostle by tak- 
ing the oversight of his nephew. Andronicus was by 
birth and education a Jew, and perhaps it was on this 
account more especially that Zillah attracted his 
attention. Knowing that Demas had been rejected 
by her because he had rejected the , faith, he was 
emboldened to prefer his own request for her love 
Andronicus was a worthy young man, — he had drunk 
deeply into the spirit of his uncle, and no woman 
need have been ashamed to give him her heart's best 
and choicest affections. How he succeeded with 
Zillah we shall have hereafter to telL 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

ioxt Wulm%. 




" They never fail who die 
In a great cause : their blood may stain the block ; 
Their heads may sodden in the sun ; their limbs 
Be strung to city gates and castle walls — 
But still their spirit walks abroad." 

O OME week or ten days later the storm broke over 
the family of Publius. In the dead of night — 
when all were wrapped in slumber, and the silent 
mantle of night was thrown over the city — a, fierce 
enemy approached, creeping like a tiger bent upon its 
prey, but more hateful and bloodthirsty than even that 
ravenous creature is said to be. Fulvius had nursed 
his disappointment and revenge until it knew no 
bounds, and, not being able to hear any tidings of 
Vestina since the day that he saw her and her friends 
at the Amphitheatre, he took advantage of the excited 
state of feeling in the city against Christianity to 
obtain authority for the apprehension of Perpetua, 
Ponticus, Vestina, and Epipodious. Armed with this, 
he ordered a band of soldiers to hold themselves in readi* 
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ness for midnight service. Assuming the command at 
the time appointed, Fulvius led them towards Publius' 
mansion. After reconnoitring, to make sure that they 
were not observed, the soldiers dispersed and quietly 
surrounded the house. Then Fulvius and a junior 
officer knocked at the front entrance, demanding 
admittance in the name of the Emperor. 

" Who wishes admittance at this time i " inquired 
Publius, alarmed and anxious. These midnight visits 
boded no good. 

"The Emperor's soldiers," replied Fulvius. "We 
are come upon urgent business, so give us entrance at 
once, or it will be at your peril." 

" I know thee," quoth Publius. " Is not this some 
mischief of thine, Fulvius i I know thy voice." 

" It matters not now," he returned. " I bear an 
imperial order in my hand, which you are bound to 
obey. You have been connected with the court long 
enough to know the penalties for disobedience." 

There was nothing to be gained by parleying with 
the invaders of his home, so within a few minutes 
the whole party stood within the atrium. 

It was customary for the soldieVs to proceed at 
once to the hateful work of searching the house for 
the persons named in the warrant. But Fulvius — 
bad man though he was — stood somewhat in awe of 
the aged senator. Publius had been revered and 
honoured in Rome for years, and as the cowardly 
villain remembered how often he had been checked 
and reproved for his violence by the very man whom 
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he was now ruthlessly injuring, he shrank away in 
remorse and bitterness. 

" What dost thou want, Fulvius ? " inquired Publius. 
"Surely these midnight visits to honest citizens' 
houses mean no good. Dost thou wish me to accom- 
pany thee ? " 

"No," replied he. "The warrant I hold in my 
hand requires the apprehension of thy wife, thy 
son, and Vestina. They must all return with me in 
custody." 

" You shall never take them, — ^indeed you cannot 
take my daughter now, for she is far away ; but be- 
fore you arrest the other two, you shall walk over my 
bleeding body. Think you that a Roman citizen 
will allow his house to be ravaged by such a wretch 
as Fulvius ? " 

So saying, the aged patrician placed his back 
against the corridor, leading to the triclinium^ and 
from thence to the various apartments in the house. 
As Fulvius marked the action, his eye flashed with 
malignant fury, and his brow grew terribly dark and 
hateful. What Publius had said about his daughter's 
absence only infuriated him the more. Waving his 
hand to some of his men, he said, — 

" Bind the old dotard. He will see if we cannot 
find his daughter, and silence his boastings. Then 
disperse yourselves through the house, and bring all 
the rest of the family prisoners." 

Sooner said than done. Although Publius was in 
years, he was brave and powerful, and his love for 
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those dear ones about to be sacrificed to the envy 
and hatred of Fulvius rendered him the more despe- 
rate. The old saying, " An Englishman's house is his 
castle," found tenfold more significance among the 
citizens of proud Rome. There every man was a 
despot if he liked in his own home, all laws being 
made subservient to the family relations, and this 
base intrusion into his peaceful habitation roused all 
the soul of Publius, But military force and military 
numbers overpowered the struggling father. Breath- 
less and almost senseless from the scuffle, he was 
bound down to a low couch, and the desperadoes pro- 
ceeded to ransack the house. 

They had not gone far before they met Perpetua — 
around whom a weeping band of domestics were 
clinging — hurrying towards the sounds of strife. 
She looked terror-stricken and anxious, fearing what 
the meaning of this sally was. 

" Are you Perpetua } " demanded an officer } 

" I am," she replied. 

" Seize her at once, and bind her," ordered Fulvius. 
" Now for the others." 

In a few minutes Perpetua was bound with tight 
cords, so that the very action of the body induced by 
breathing gave intolerable pain. At sight of this the 
poor slaves crowded around her more than ever, cry- 
ing piteously for their mistress's release. With curses 
and threats the brutal band went on until they found 
Ponticus's bedchamber. The poor boy was sleeping 
in a distant part of the hous^, and being buried in 
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the deep slumber of boyhood, had heard nothing of 
the disturbance, and was lost in pleasant dreams, when 
the rough shake of a soldier's hand disturbed him. 

"What's the matter?" cried he. "What do you 
want ? " 

"Matter enough," answered Fulvius, " and that you 
will soon find, if you do not come with us at once. 
Dress quickly." 

With this harsh command ringing in his ears, the 
lad was not slow to obey the ruffians. Meanwhile 
Fulvius was all anxiety to secure Vestina and Epi- 
podious, — these being the two principal ones pn whom 
he desired to wreak his vengeance. The search had 
been hitherto in vain, and his rage was excited to 
boiling pitch. I think there is no sight on earth more 
thoroughly wicked than a bad man raging with pas- 
sion, because of his inability to accomplish the evil 
on which he has set his heart. It is so revolting to 
common humanity, to say nothing of the finer feelings 
of justice, benevolence, and mercy, all which are put- 
raged by such a sight. And Fulvius was thoroughly 
wicked ; his was the wickedness of what might have 
been goodness ; and of all evil this is the worst. 

After dragging the young lad with him, from room 
to room, rejecting with contemptuous scorn his asser- 
tions that Vestina was not in the house, he at length 
began to believe that the lad was right. Placing him 
in front of him, and drawing his sword, he said, " Now 
speak the truth, or by all the gods you shall die 
this minute. If Vestina is not here, where is she t " 
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" For aught I know, they may be in Athens now. 
She intended going there." 

" Who did she go with ? " 

" With her husband, Epipodious." 

Fulvius started with surprise and disappointed rage. 

" With her husband ? Pray where was she married 
to him ? who married them ? " 

" Fulvius," returned the boy, " these are family 
secrets ; you have no right to extort them from me, 
but I said I would tell the truth, and so I will" 

" You had better," muttered Fulvius from between 
his clenched teeth. 

** She was married in this house by night, about a 
fortnight ago, to Epipodious, and directly after their 
marriage they started for Athens. That is all I know 
as we have not heard from them since ; but you may 
be sure they will n^ver come back to fall into your 
hands." 

No, they were safe enough oyt of the villain's 
clutches, and Ponticus felt very thankful that they 
were. But Fulvius, seeing that he could not choose but 
believe the lad, gnashed his teeth as he resolved that 
for the lives of those two escaped ones he would 
have the lives of mother and son, they having been 
denounced to the Government as Christians. 

Long before the morning dawned the two were 
driven off to the gloomy dungeons of the Mamertine, 
there to await a public trial, which in those times 
was only the prelude to an ignominious death. When 
the house was cleared of the soldiers, the frightened 
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slaves gathered courage to come to the release of 
Publius, who lay bound and sorrowing where the 
soldiers had cast him. Being near the entrance, he 
had of course witnessed the departure of his wife and 
son, but was totally unable to assist them. To realize 
his feelings one must occupy his position. Poor little 
Eudoxia clung to him now, with all the horror and 
inexperience of youth, and indeed it was hard to de- 
cide which was the more helpless — the aged father or 
the young daughter. Sorrow dimmed his eye and 
whitened his locks, as age had never done. Had the 
old man known the history of Jacob, he might with 
propriety, have adopted the sorrowing patriarch's 
words, and echoed the mournful refrain, " All, all these 
things are against me ; now shall my grey hairs go 
down with sorrow to the grave." 

The two prisoners were not immediately brought to 
trial. Nero was engaged in various schemes for the 
rebuilding of the city, and meanwhile the poor cap- 
tives languished in prison. Publius could not remain 
away from them, — day by day he was to be found 
visiting his wife and son, and consoling them as far as 
his pagan philosophy would admit. Perpetua, who 
seemed determined to believe that her death was cer- 
tain, lost no opportunity of commending the consola- 
tions and doctrines of the Christian faith to her 
husband. Believing, as she did, that he would yet be 
. saved, she sowed the good seed of the word in faith 
and hope, and though she was not permitted to see it 
spring up, yet spring it did, and that an hundredfold. 

18 
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As Publius returned day after day to his desolate 
home, he pondered on what he had heard, and thought 
that if his wife and son were willing to die for their 
doctrines, there must surely be something very real — 
very substantial and satisfying in them. 

We have before said that Alexander had returned 
to Rome. He was intended for a mercantile life, but 
seeing the rage against Christianity, with a zeal pecu- 
liar to proselytes, he determined to espouse some 
calling directly opposed to the faith he once professed. 
This is a noticeable feature in all proselytes, I know 
not why ; but if you see a Dissenter becoming a 
Churchman, or a Churchman turning Nonconformist, 
you may be sure that they will run to the most ludi- 
crous extremes, in order, I suppose, to exhibit their 
abhorrence of the principles they formerly held. 

In pursuance of this policy, Alexander decided to 
be a coppersmith — or a worker in the various metals 
of which idols were made. The craft of idol-maker 
was a thriving one at that time in Rome, for the 
houses of the wealthy were thronged by images of 
their principal deities, while even the very poorest 
were not destitute of them. In every house in Rome, 
at that time, you might have seen shrines and deities 
representing some of the fabled beings included in 
their mythology. This resolve of Alexander's came 
to the ears of Marcus by means of Publius, at whose 
house he was now a constant visitor ; and caused him 
bitter sorrow. For, truth to tell, in the days when the 
student friends were inquirers after truth, he had taken 
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a greater liking to Alexander than to either of them. 
His open, ingenuous, candid nature rendered him 
specially attractive in the eyes of the teacher, and he 
fondly dreamt of much happiness to be attained, and 
much suffering to be borne by him, in the cause of 
Christ But " the last shall be first, and the first last." 
The promising young candidate was a backslider, 
while the other two, who did not promise half so fair, 
were even now proving their loyalty to the King of 
kings by suffering exile and bonds on behalf of their 
Lord. Marcus saw Alexander several times, and tried 
to bring him back, but all in vain. To all his argu- 
m^ts he turned a deaf ear, and to his entreaties a 
scornful laugh. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

** Let us be patient : these severe afflictions 
Not from the ground arise ; 
But oftentimes celestial benedictions 
Assume this dark disguise. 

We see but dimly through the mists and vapours. 

Amid these earthly damps ; 

What seem to us but sad, funeral tapers, 

May be heaven's distant lamps." 

Longfellow. 

T N obedience to the wishes of Perpetua, the deacon- 
"^ ess Priscilla had performed the last offices of love 
for Honoria and Hortensia, and it was while they 
were waiting interment that Perpetua and her son 
were carried off prisoners. Both the aged women 
had expressed a wish to be buried according to the 
rites of the Christian faith, and though Publius would 
have preferred to bum them, consistent with Roman 
ceremonies, he yet respected their feelings too much 
to insist upon it. So one night, after dark, when 
Perpetua had lain in her dungeon about two days, 
the friends of the departed saints assembled at the 
house of Publius. Publius had offered the services of 
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his slaves to convey the bodies to the catacombs, but 
Marcus, fearing that by this means the retreats of the 
Christians would be discovered, prudently declined 
the offer, and employed Andronicus, with three other 
trusty friends, to convey the bodies thither. Publius 
attended this funeral out of respect to his aged 
sisters. He had written to Philip an account of his 
mother's death, narrating also his own trials, and 
recommending him to stay away from Rome during 
the present administration. The forms and ceremo- 
nies were identical in every respect with those ob- 
served at the burial of Felicitas, but the little band of 
mourners was much diminished. Death had thinned 
their numbers — ^persecution and defection kept away 
others who would else have been there, and Vestina 
and Epipodious were exiles from Rome. As Marcus 
looked round upon the little group, his heart sank, 
and his spirit drooped at the bitter prospect which 
was possibly awaiting them all. Of all who had once 
been familiar with each other in the bonds of the 
Gospel, three, beside himself — Andronicus, Zillah, and 
Priscilla — alone remained. But the remembrance of 
Christ's parting words nerved him up, and, as a por- 
tion of the burial service, he read the account of our 
Lord's parting with His disciples, dwelling with sor- 
rowing emphasis on His final promises to His people. 
It is wonderful how, when the mind is harassed and 
the conscience perturbed, a few words of Jesus will 
soothe and quiet and calm. It was so in this case. 
Publius had attended the funeral of his sisters, bowed 
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down by untold grief and despair ; indeed, during his 
presence in the catacombs his thoughts had been more 
with his imprisoned wife and son than with the scene 
before him. But some of the glorious words repeated 
by Marcus arrested his attention as soon as uttered : 
" Lo, I am with you always, even to the end of the 
world" If this were so, he wondered would Jesus really 
be with his wife and son in their prison ? Would 
He stand by them, and comfort them, in their grow- 
ing tribulation, and at last deliver them out of their 
trouble, to dwell with Himself for ever ? As he 
walked home he wondered more than ever if after 
all there were a reality in this much-vaunted faith, if 
after all there were anything worth dying for ? And 
as he thought, he determined to ask his wife more 
particularly about her faith than he had hitherto. 

Next morning as soon as Publius could obtain 
admittance to his wife, he did so. She looked pale 
and worn, as if the confinement were already telling 
upon her health. Running towards her husband, she 
saluted him with a cry of joy, while he bent down 
tenderly over her, and kissed/her cheek. 

"Perpetua, my own faithful wife," he murmured, 
will you not come home again to me } " 

Will they let me come, Publius.?" she said, 
eagerly ; " have you heard that they will } " 

" Yes, if you will recant You can come home at 
once, I am assured, if you will only return to the wor- 
ship of the gods." 

" I cannot do that, Publius, I cannot Jesus Christ 
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has been too precious to me since I have known 
Him to be lightly cast aside, or denied, for the sake 
of regaining my liberty." 

"Do you not value your liberty, then? Is your 
home, and my happiness, and your children's peace 
of no account with you, that you should reject the 
only chance of obtaining freedom ? " 

" Husband," and her eyes filled with tears, " do not 
judge me thus harshly. I do love my home, and as 
for you and my children, can I ever forget you ? O 
Publius, you know not the anguish of mind that I 
have endured since I have been within these walls on 
those very accounts." 

" Forgive me, Perpetua," he replied, in a soothing 
tone. "Can I ever doubt your love and affection 
towards me. Never a more faithful wife has fallen 
to the lot of a Roman than I possess in you. But in 
my anxiety for your return, I sometimes think you 
could be a little less strict in your attachment to this 
new religion. For after all what is it but another 
form of faith, and possibly not so good as the old one. 
Oh, if you could only see with me and return home, 
how happy we should be in each other's society ! It 
seems to me as if the light and joy of my home were 
gpne out." 

The poor man stopped, overcome by his emotion. 
As he spoke, visions of the former happy times rose 
up before him, when his children were young and 
artless, and his home untainted by the leaven of the 
new religion. Those happy times of "long ago" 
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seemed now to be quite obscured by the overwhelming 
waves of sorrow which had risen since then. 

''Husband," said she, with a faltering voice, "you 
can never understand how I have been tempted to 
deny my Lord, for your sake. We have lived together 
many, many happy years, and no wife in all this great 
city has been more blest than I have. And next to 
you come my children, — ^they lie very near my heart ; 
and I think of my boy, who may even now suffer the 
penalty of Christians ; and of my little Eudoxia, who 
needs now, more than ever, the sheltering care of a 
mother's love. I have weighed all these things over 
and over in my mind, until the burden seems too 
heavy for me to bear, and then I have no alternative 
but to leave it with my Lord, asking counsel of Him 
what to do. You cannot tempt me more than I have 
been tempted by the love of my own heart O 
Publius ! if you did but know Aow I have struggled 
and wept and prayed since I have been here on these 
very accounts, you would pity me, not chide me." 

" I do not chide you, my darling, " said he, most 
tenderly. " Believe me, only my intense love for you 
leads me to urge you to return to your home and 
family. And why can you not, — even now ? " 

" Because Jesus Christ has said, by the mouth of 
His Apostle, ' Whosoever shall confess me before men, 
him will I also confess before my Father which is 
in heaven. But whosoever shall deny me before men, 
him will I also deny before my Father and His holy 
angels.' Would you like to endure this condemnation, 
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Publius ? Would you like so to act that Christ, in- 
stead of receiving you as a friend and follower, should 
denounce you as a traitor to His cause, and sentence 
you to the ' everlasting burnings ? '" 

" Of course not, if this Christ be a real Christ, and 
not a myth of the imagination. But how do you 
know that He is not a mere creation of the fancy ? " 

" Oh ! do not talk so, my husband, pray do not. If 
you had tasted of the salvation procured by Christ, — 
if you had felt the rich communications of His grace, 
— if you had realized His presence and support in 
trouble, and expected to dwell with Him for ever 
hereafter in His glory, you could not talk so. It is 
as impossible for me to believe that the sun does not 
shine, as to think for one moment that my precious 
Saviour is only a creation of the imagination.*' 

" But, Perpetua, cannot you find peace anywhere 
else ? Must you cling to this faith, even if it cost you 
your life } " 

"/must, Christ helping me, I can do no other^ 

How like the confessions of more modern martyrs ! 
How each declaration seems prompted by the same 
faith, proving that there is but *' one Lord, one laith, 
one baptism." 

Publius stood somewhat awed before his wife. He 
felt that he was in the presence of a faith which was 
stronger than any human tie, or earthly love, — stronger 
even than that strong love of life which seems to have 
been implanted in us from our very infancy. Surely, 
if every other consideration paled before this wonder- 



282 VESTINA'S MARTYRDOM. 



ful faith, it must be something very, very precious. 
"Perpetua," he said, "tell me what you know about 
this new faith. If it is so very precious to you, 
I should like to know more of it. Who is this Christ 
of whom you talk so much ? " 

" He is God's only Son — ^the God who made heaven 
and earth, and by whom this world, and all that are 
in it, are sustained. This God is a father to all who 
trust in Him. He is not like the deities we worship, 
senseless, stupid, and mere fancies of the imagination ; 
but He is really a living, existing, ruling Deity. If we 
believe and love His Son Jesus Christ, we shall be 
saved from the penalty and misery due to us as sinners." 

" But you do not mean to say that you are a sin- 
ner, do you ? " 

" Yes, Publius, all are sinners against this holy God, 
and deserve His just punishment ; but He says that if 
we love His Son we shall be saved, both now and in 
the world to come. In the life that comes after 
we die we shall dwell with Him, and there shall come 
no pain, nor sorrow, nor persecution, for we shall be ever 
under God*s protection, and in His presence. Think 
of that, Publius ; is not that prospect too glorious to 
be given up at the bidding of emperors and rulers ? 
Say rather, is it not wor^k the dying for ? " 

" It is, if it is all true. But how do you know that 
it is true ? *' 

" Because I have felt it here," she said, putting her 
hand on her heart. " Because Christ has been very 
near to me ever since I have known Him. When first 
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I was anxious and troubled, His words were like heal- 
ing balm to my soul : ' Come unto me, all ye that labour 
and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest' Then 
I went to Him and told Him all my sinfulness and 
heaviness of heart, and the sweet peace which He 
breathed into my soul enabled me to understand those 
words, which had so long puzzled me, 'Therefore 
being justified by faith, we have peace with God 
through our Lord Jesus Christ/ " 

Publius did not answer. His pagan ^quibbling and 
unbelieving doubts did not accord well with the calm, 
exalted frame of mind in which his noble-minded wife 
was found. What could he say ? Drawing closer to 
her, and taking her head on his shoulder, he kissed 
her several times, and as his cheek felt the warm, soft 
touch of hers his manliness gave way, and he burst 
into a fit of bitter sobbing. 

There is something terrible, I fancy, in seeing a 
strong man weep. Women weep every day, for tears 
as well as smiles are their prerogative ; but we may be 
sure that a man will only weep when the great foun- 
tains of his feelings are broken up, when he feels 
utterly beaten and discomfited in the battle, when the 
evils that make his heart quail, and blight his whole 
life, are really come upon him. Publius felt like this, 
or we may be sure the stern, haughty Roman would 
never have condescended to seek relief in tears. 

But a few hasty words of fond farewell passed be- 
tween husband and wife, when the grating sound of 
the lock told them the time was up. The keepers of 
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those ancient prisons were as strict and precise as our 
modern tumkeys,^-even more so when Christian cap- 
tives were concerned. 

Publius had intended to see his son as well, but was 
curtly informed by tlie keeper — ^whb evidently had 
authority for so doing — that he could not that morn- 
ing, as he had spent a much longer time with his wife 
than was permitted to ordinary visitors. So he returned 
to his desolate home, feeling well-nigh crushed with 
his sorrow. It is not every one who passes through 
this experience, not every one who knows what it is to 
visit wife and son in bonds, and that every day is mak- 
ing the hour of separation to draw so much the nearer. 
And Publius felt that his trial was greater than he could 
bear. Only Eudoxia, his youngest-born, remained to 
him now. She was quite young, a little over eight 
years, but old enough to realize to some extent the 
terrible trial that had befallen their household. She 
was warmly attached to her mother, and since Vestina's 
departure the tie had been closer. Eudoxia was an 
intelligent, thoughtful child, and though her childish 
sympathy could not avail much, yet in its way it was 
cordial to her father. She never left him, when at 
home, but would stand by him for hours, gazing her 
silent comfort. 

And Publius*s home was not the only one that was 
thus desolated on account of persecution. Many many 
more who are unremembered on the page of history 
died in that terrible time. Nothing but the fact that 
the church was God's, kept it alive and undestroyed. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

*' When trials sore obstruct my way, 
And ills I cannot flee, 
Lord, let my strength be as my day, 
For good remember me." 

pERPETUA'S trial drew on, and awakened intense 
interest in the minds of both friends and foes, — 
the more so, when it became known that Ponticus 
would be tried with his mother. Belonging, as they 
were, to the ranks of the nobility, their offence 
rendered them famous in the eyes of Rome, and 
nobles, senators, soldiers, and ladies were anxious to 
know how they would fare. To Publius and his house 
it was a terrible time. Shunned by some of his old 
companions, and despised by others, he occupied no 
enviable position, and when to this fact we add the 
anxiety and anguish of mind experienced on his wife's 
account, we may suppose how sadly and wearily the 
days dragged on. These sifting-times always try 
one's friends. There is much truth in the old adage, 
that "Prosperity makes friends, but adversity tries 
them," and this is never more the case than in times 
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of political and religious persecution. Summer friends 
will sail with you as long as you skim along on smooth 
waters under sunny skies, but let the storm-clouds rise 
and the rough winds wail, and you soon find out how 
much these professions of friendship mean. So was 
it in the days of the Marian persecution, and so was 
it in the Pauline period. Perpetua had not lived in 
Rome all her life without gaining some friends. A 
large proportion of these belonged to the class of 
which we have spoken, and coolly turned their backs 
upon her in the hour of her trouble. Some few re- 
mained faithful, but even these were not Christians, 
and dared not show sympathy with a proscribed and 
condemned believer, for fear of inducing doubts of 
their own religious sentiments. The fashion of pagan- 
ism ruled the world of Rome, and many who inwardly 
dissented from its gross unmeaning mummeries, out- 
wardly remained adherents to the olden faith. 

Well, as we have said, the multitude thronged to 
hear them condemned, and one need not have won- 
dered greatly if that shrinking, timid lady, or that 
young lad, had publicly drawn back. The sight was 
enough to appall stouter hearts than theirs. In front 
sat the praetors, — ^grave, stem, and terrible ; on one 
side stood Publius, holding by the hand his little 
daughter Eudoxia, whom he had led there as a kind 
of forlorn hope, trusting that the sight of her would 
induce her mother to deny her faith. All around, in 
tiers, one above the other, were crowded the represen- 
tatives of. Rome's most noble families, — ladies with 
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whom Perpetua had walked and talked, lads with 
whom Ponticus had studied and played, and senators 
who had before now envied the Emperor's favour to 
Publius ; but the aspect of things was changed now, 
and that suffering family could well adopt as their 
own the bitter despairing language of the Psalmist, 
when he cried from out the depth of his anguish, **Ail 
thy waves and billows are gone over me." Of the 
two, Perpetua was the stronger, — the stronger to dare 
and suffer. She stood unmoved amid the storm of 
reproach which her judges showered upon her, and 
only trembled for her boy. She confessed she had 
known and loved Christ secretly for many months, — 
that she had studied the Christian books, and learnt 
of their spirit, and that she had met with Christians 
in their private assemblies; **but," added she, "all 
this was unknown to my husband. Till very lately 
he never suspected me of any leaning to Christianity, 
and when he did I instantly incurred his severe dis- 
pleasure. Had I listened to him I should have 
renounced my religion immediately, but I could not 
do it. I call you to witness, however, that my hus- 
band is perfectly guiltless of the least inclination to 
the new faith." 

" But do you not know that it is a wife's first duty 
to obey her husband i " said one of the praetors. 

"I do ; and in everything else I have implicitly 
obeyed my husband. Ask him if I have not. But 
in this matter I am accountable to God only. Religion 
is a matter between myself and my Maker." 
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The praetors turned to Ponticus. Plainly Perpetua 
was too firmly fixed on the Rock of Ages to be moved 
from her confidence. See how good it is to be sure 
of your footing ! 

Ponticus was not so calm as his mother. Poor 
young lad ! He was honest and single-minded, but 
somewhat fearful. Young in the faith and young in 
years, it was not strange that he should hesitate at 
the thought of death, — not at all strange that he 
should cling to life : and he began to tremble. Peter, 
though so full of faith and zeal, faltered in his alle- 
giance more than once, — ^why, then, should it be 
strange that Ponticus began to tremble ? The judges 

took advantage of this, to threaten as well as exhort. 

• 

Could he be induced to recant, it would be worth do- 
ing, to win him to paganism again. A youth of his 
station would be worth gaining, as a trophy of what 
the fears of death and anticipation of pardon could do. 
Perpetua saw this, and hastened to the rescue, by ex- 
horting her boy to hold fast the faith " until death.** 
" Ponticus, my boy, do not be ashamed of your 
Master ! Has He not promised to be with you in all 
need, to strengthen and encourage you in the hour 
of death, and finally to receive you to Himself in glory? 
Do not shrink from the prospect of bodily death, 
my son ; do not, I entreat you ! Does not our Saviour 
say, * Fear not them which can kill the body, and after 
that have no more that they can do ; but fear Him 
who is able to cast both body and soul into hell * ^ 
Think of that, Ponticus." 
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As may be supposed, this was soon stopped. The 
officers in attendance roughly commanded Perpetua 
to hold her peace, and to enforce obedience threatened 
to deliver her into the hands of tke lictors. The lictors 
were officials whose duty it was to administer cor- 
poreal punishment to prisoners, and who were, conse- 
quently, by virtue of their office, bound to be constantly 
in waiting at the courts of justice. For the sake of 
her husband and children Perpetua was silent, but her 
words had already sunk deep into her son's heart. 
His failing faith was strengthened, his waning courage 
confirmed, and his shrinking spirit rendered brave. 
Turning to the men who had been exhorting him to 
retract, he said, " I am willing to die for my faith, 
like my mother, but give it up I never can.'* 

A suppressed cry of anguish burst from Publius's 
lips, and heedless alike of the formalities of justice or 
the gaping onlookers, he took up Eudoxia and strode 
to the place where his wife and son were standing. 
With a voice whose agonising tones and thick, chok- 
ing utterance alone revealed how much he suffered, he 
pleaded with the wife of his bosom. 

Perpetua ! oh, my wife ! Look at me, — look at 
our child, our youngest-born, about to be orphaned 
through your misguided adherence to this faith. Can- 
not you consent to deny this creed, and return to 
your home, for my sake, — for our children's sakes, — for 
your own sake } Oh ! will you determine to be the 
means of desolating that home, — ^where we have spent 
so many happy hours together in domestic bliss } 

19 
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Will you ruthlessly dash away the cup of happiness 
for a fancied new happiness, — and which, after all, 
may be as fleeting and evanescent as the morning- 
cloud ? Do not persist in your course, I entreat you ! 
Ponticus will do as you do. Set the example, and 
we shall be happy together yet. If you will not listen 
to me, retract for the sake of your child," and here he 
held up Eudoxia, who was weeping terribly, although 
only dimly understanding the position of affairs ; " for 
her sake come back to your home, return to the ancient 
faith, and let us be happy together again." Then 
turning to the judges, he entreated — ^with tears such 
as only strong men shed, more like deep, terrible sobs 
than simple tears, — for the life of his wife and son. 

"There's a divinity doth hedge the majesty of 
sorrow," and few in that hall had dry eyes or unsym- 
pathising heart. Even the praetors were so touched 
by the spectacle, that they unhesitatingly granted his 
request, provided his wife would retract. Perpetua's 
courage gave way, and she burst into a prolonged fit 
of weeping. Publius hoped and expected to hear her 
assent to his half-spoken retraction ; but no ! As soon 
as she could recover her composure, she turned to her 
little daughter and kissed her, — then her husband, — 
and then, turning to the court, said in firm dignified 
tones, — 

" I thank you for your kindness, but I cannot recant. 
I cannot give up my faith, even for life itself; I could 
not live many years at most, even if I recanted, and 
how could I have any prospect of happiness if I 
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cast away the only true joy. Christ Jesus has been 
to me the Way, the Truth, and the Life, — ^how then 
can I wilfully reject Him ? No, I cannot do it, — I can- 
not, I can sooner die'* 

This was enough. The frowning looks of the 
i>raetors^ and the ominous silence of the court, con- 
vinced Publius that all chance of mercy was gone, and 
the more when Ponticus expressed his determination 
to adhere to his mother's course of conduct. The few 
words which announced their condemnation were soon 
spoken, and each knew the fate which awaited them. 
Perpetya was to be drowned in the Tiber, being first 
sewn up in a sack, and Ponticus to be burnt to death. 
No sooner was the sentence pronounced than the 
keepers hurried their prisoners away, and Publius, 
with swimming eyes and reeling brain, sought his 
desolate home. 

Yet once again he procured an interview with his 
wife and son, and although hoping against hope, 
pleaded with each for a renunciation of their religion. 
But all in vain. Perpetua was as unmovable as a rock, 
and Ponticus seemed to recover in prison the courage 
and energy he had lost in public. Calmly did Perpetua 
argue the matter with her husband, — calmly did she 
adhere to her faith ; but at times* it must be confessed, 
the instincts of the wife and mother asserted their 
sway, and the woman's heart gave vent to its anguish 
in sobs and tears. Still, — still — she could not deny 
her Lord, although by that simple denial she might 
have returned to her home and husband. Fancy, fond 
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wife, if you can, — fancy, doting mother, if you can, 
what it must be thus to struggle between principle 
and affection. The bitterness of that struggle none 
but God knew, for Perpetua was a woman of quick 
and tender feeling, and clung to husband and children 
as only such natures can. 

But after hanging on Publius's neck in an agony of 
despairing grief, some gracious words of her Lord 
came floating through the chambers of her brain, and 
she was firm once more; "a little while," and all her 
trials would be overpast ; " a little while," and the 
scattered ones would be re-united in the "Father's 
house." In that parting the bitterness of death was 
over, and Perpetua kissed her farewell, after com- 
mending her little Eudoxia to Publius's untiring care. 

Ponticus was to be burnt at night in Nero's garden. 
After the burning of Rome, Nero seemed to grow con- 
firmed in his bloodthirsty disposition, and to gratify 
the lust for revenge which he had awakened, treated 
the Romans to scenes of horrible cruelty in his persecu- 
tion of the Christians. Night after night numbers of 
them might have been seen, tied to stakes, clad in the 
' ' " troublesome coat," burning to death while the music 
played its most martial strains. This " troublesome 
coat " was a device of Nero's for ensuring the poor 
creature's death. It was a stout sackcloth, smeared 
over thickly with tar and pitch, and then bound tightly 
round the sufferer. Sometimes, too, instead of being 
merely bound to the stake, they were fastened to it 
by being lifted up an inch or two, and then having the 
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upper pointed end driven into the face, just under the 
chin. Surely if ever martyrdom had caused any to 
say in anguish of spirit, " DotA God know, and is there 
knowledge in the Most High? " it might well have 
been in the time of Nero. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

'* Farewell, conflicting hopes and fears, 

Where lights, and shades alternate dwell ; 

How bright the unchanging morn appears, 

Farewell, inconstant world, farewell." 

Barbauld. 

/^N the night of the second day the poor young 
lad was led forth from his dungeon, to brave the 
horrors of the fiery death. His dungeon was very 
near to his mother's, and by the dint of hard question- 
ing Perpetua had extorted from her gaoler the infor- 
mation as to when and where her son was to die. There 
was a great y?/^ in the imperial gardens that night — 
indeed, the Emperor often gave these entertainments 
now, probably to divert the public mind from the 
remembrance of his cruelty, and Ponticus, among 
a number of other Christian captives, was to die. 
But he was unappalled by his fate. Although only 
between seventeen and eighteen, he was grounded in 
the faith too much to be shaken from his confidence 
Perpetua was pondering in her dungeon, and praying 
for her boy— such prayers, mothers, as you can never 
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fathom, until you come to be circumstanced as she 
was, which, God forbid, — when the sound of passing 
footfalls warned her that Ponticus was coming. Creep- 
ing to her dungeon door, and listening for the return- 
ing footsteps, she waited in the twilight in a state of 
intense agitation. Presently the little group drew 
near, up the long corridor, and Perpetua called out, 

" Ponticus, is that you, my son ? " 

" Yes, mother," he cheerfully replied, " yes, mother, 
I am going to die now, but I am not afraid of the fire ; 
I love Jesus too well to deny Him for the fear of death. 
Give my love to my father and Eudoxia, if you see 
them again, and tell them that I go to my doom in 
the full expectation that, ere very long, they too will 
learn to love this same Jesus." 

" God bless you, my son — God bless you ! In two 
days we shall meet again, I trust, in the land where 
enemies and persecution never come;" and then the 
mother's feelings prevailed. The group passed on, 
but Perpetua, who would have embraced the oppor- 
tunity to say more, vented her heart's sorrow in bitter 
grief Her only boy ! and to be tortured to death in 
the bright morning of his days ! For why ? Because he 
dared to forsake the senseless pagan mythology which 
was the curse of Rome, and to espouse the new and 
heavenly religion, in which his young heart had already 
found peace and truth. Yet, she felt that she would 
sooner a thousand times that he did this, that he went 
to death, with his cheery spirit and honest, hopeful 
young heart, than that he should deny his Lord and 
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Master. For dear as he was before, by virtue of his 
relationship as Aer child, he was dearer still in the 
bonds of the Gospel. But still, as we said, she wept 
bitter tears for his fate, and through the livelong night 
visions of her boy loomed up before her mind*s eye, 
wrapped in flames, exposed to the jeers of the sol- 
diery and populace, while the dancing forked, fiery- 
tongues only seemed to reveal his horrible anguish. 
Once or twice she thought she must have swooned 
away, for a long season of the night passed by with- 
out her knowledge, and again, when she deemed it to 
be near midnight, the dawning light showed it early 
morning. 

Two nights later Perpetua was led forth to a se- 
cluded spot on the banks of the Tiber. In deference 
to her rank and sex, she was not brought out until 
after nightfall, so that her death was solitary. She 
much wished to see her husband once more before her 
death, but was sternly refused this favour. On reach- 
ing the bank she was enveloped in a bag of canvas, 
and cast headlong into the river. Her struggles were 
of short duration, for her executioners had mercifully 
weighted the bag with heavy stones. So perished two 
of Rome's brightest martyrs, and the remembrance 
of both mother and son is held dear to the Church's 
heart to this very day. " The righteous shall be held 
in everlasting remembrance, but the name of the 
wicked shall rot." And if the names of Perpetua and 
Ponticus are sweet in the Church militant, what must 
they be in the regard of the Church triumphant, where 
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the prayers of the martyrs ascend up day and night 

without intermission ? 

« « * « « 

We must now turn to happier scenes. Amid all 
the storms and convulsions of the little Church our 
aged acquaintance, Priscilla, had escaped molestation. 
Why this was, we cannot say ; certainly it was not 
by doing as one of our English statesmen boasted he 
had done, when congratulated on preserving his life 
during a period of persecution — " being a willow in- 
stead of an oak** ; for Priscilla had always been in the 
forefront of Christian service. Works of mercy and 
charity devolved on her, as well as the care and in- 
struction of the younger female converts. Zillah was 
still residing with her, but betrothed to Andronicus. 
Her residence under Priscilla's roof had begotten a 
spirit of mutual love, and the young woman had be- 
come to the aged saint as a daughter. For, aged as 
she was, the trials and vicissitudes of an eventful life 
had told upon a frame never very robust, and not long 
subsequent to the deaths of Perpetua and Ponticus 
she passed away. But her passing away was one of 
peace and holy calm. Her departure was more like 
the peaceful setting of the summer sun than like 
avght else, and her chamber was the most cheerful 
spot in the house. Zillah waited upon her benefac- 
tress with untiring assiduity, anticipating every wish 
before it was expressed. As soon as the active duties 
of the sick-room were over, Zillah usually sat by the 
side of the couch, a'nd read portions of the inspired 
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books which PrisciUa possessed. On one of these 
occasions PrisciUa seemed to be lost in deep thought, 
and listened as if her mind was far away. Presently- 
breaking the silence, she said, "Zillah, there is one 
wish I want to see fulfilled before I die." 

" What is that, may I ask ? You have been friend 
and mother to me, and if there is anything I can do 
now to please you it shall be done most gladly." 

" It is this : Andronicus has been a faithful friend 
to you, and a true follower of the faith, ever since his 
eyes were opened to see the folly of Judaism. I have 
beheld his ardent attachment to you with sincere 
gladness, and he is anxious to cement it as quickly as 
possible by a union. He has consulted me about it, 
and I have given my promise, if you are willing, that 
the marriage shall take place before I die. You will 
not be left friendless in this evil city. What do you 
say, Zillah .> " 

The face of the young girl bent down closer over the 
roll, and the colour in her cheek deepened as PrisciUa 
spoke. She thought for a moment and then said, 
"It shall be as you please, dear PrisciUa. Andro- 
nicus has urged me to marry him at once, several times 
lately, but I have always refused on the ground of 
your illness. I thought that while I remained single 
I should be more at liberty to wait upon you, and 
you know, if I enter the married state I must care to 
please my husband as well." 

" Yes, Zillah, and rightly too, but in that I know 
quite well I shall not lose a daughter ; qn the con- 
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trary, I shall gain a son. Beside, in these evil, trouble- 
some times, when the lives of those who follow our 
faith are not worth calling their own, it is something 
for a lonely maiden like you to be able to cling to a 
lawful earthly protector. I feel sure that my time on 
earth is not long. For many years I have borne the 
heat and burden of the day, and that, as far as earthly 
companionship has gone, in solitude and loneliness. 
The widow's lot is always lonely, but when a widow is 
childless too, that lot is ten times more solitary. And 
beside all this, for many years I have been an outcast 
from my own family, because of my adherence to the 
Galilean doctrine. I have told you before that I was 
one of a family of strict Jews ; so was my husband, 
and when we professed Christianity our relatives on 
both sides shook us off. As young married people 
we had our trials. Our three sweet babes were laid 
in the graves of Corinth, when we were fondly antici- 
pating many, many happy years of enjoyment with 
them. For months, and even years, we walked in the 
shadow of that great sorrow, feeling as if all the sun- 
light were crushed out of life. But Time, the great 
healer, deadened the smart, and then we came to 
know more about Christ and His Gospel. Then we 
" learnt of Him," and " found peace" to our souls. 
Then for many more years we walked together in 
sweet Christian fellowship, sometimes wearing the 
bonds of the Gospel, and sometimes labouring for it. 
Paul, Apollos, Silas, and many others have been our 
guests, and my husband's trade being that of a tent- 
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maker, enabled him to co-operate with the Apostle all 
the more. Then Aquila died, and of the years of my 
lonely widowhood you already know much. I have 
given myself to the work of the Lord principally in 
Rome, waiting and looking for the time when I shall 
rejoin those who are gone before. And now, dear 
Zillah, my time is very short, — my race is almost run ; 
I know it in myself, but last night I received a token in 
a dream, which I feel sure will not fail. I dreamt that 
Aquila and my three little ones were with me, clothed 
in white raiment, that I wanted to embrace them, but 
even while I did so their forms seemed to grow more 
indistinct, and when I entreated them to stay with 
me Aquila looked on me with one of his old and well- 
remembered smiles, and said, * Not so, Priscilla ; we 
cannot remain with you, but we are waiting to wel- 
come you to our Father's house/ Then they vanished 
away, and I awoke. So by that token I know that 
my time is short, and you miist not wonder, Zillah, if 
I am anxious to see you settled under a husband's 
guardian care before I leave you. This house is yours : 
I have no one else to give it to, and may God grant 
you many, many happy years in which to enjoy your 
new happiness." 

Dear old saint ! It was something so beautiful and 
consoling to see one so near the pearly gates so calm 
and composed and happy. Her frame of mind was 
something to be remembered by Zillah in after years, 
as a testimony to the truth of the religion she had so 
long followed. And now she was " only waiting " — 
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** Only waiting till the shadows are a little longer grown, 
Only waiting till the glimmer of the last day's beam is flown, 
Till the night of earth is faded from the heart once full of day, 
Till the stars of heaven are breaking through the twilight soft 
and grey. 

*' Only waiting till the reapers have the last sheaf gathered home. 
For the summer-time is faded and the autumn quickly come. 
Quickly, reapers, gather' quickly the last hours of my heart. 
For the bloom of life is withered, I am waiting to depart. 

** Only waiting till the angels open wide the pearly gate, 
At whose feet I long have lingered, weary, lone, and desolate. 
Even now I hear their footsteps, and their voices far away ; 
Till they call me I am waiting, only waiting to obey." 

Next morning Andronicus and Zillah were united 
in the holy bonds of matrimony by Marcus, who gave 
them his cordial blessing, and undertook to convey the 
intelligence to Ephraim. Priscilla lingered three or 
four days longer, and then went " up higher," and re- 
joined her loved and mourned ones, who had been so 
long gone before. For the present, the young couple 
took up their abode in Rome, determined to watch, 
however, the course of events there, and if Providence 
seemed to indicate their duty to " flee into another 
city," fully prepared to do so. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

" My father's house once more, 
In its own moonlight beauty ! Yet around 
Something, amidst the dewy calm profound, 

Broods, never marked before. 

'* Is it the brooding night ? 
Is it the shivery creeping on the air 
That makes the home, so tranquil and so fair, 

Overwhelming to my sight ? 

" My soul grows faint with fear ! 

Even as if angels* steps had marked the sod, 

I trembled where I move : the voice of God 

Is in the foliage here." 

Mrs. Hemans. 

" \X7E dare not do much for the Gospel in Rome 
now, for you know, dear uncle, that death and 
persecution have thinned our ranks. Priscilla is gone 
home, but she died peacefully in her bed, after seeing 
Zillah and me united together. It was her desire, 
and I need not tell you that I warmly seconded it. For 
a few days after our union, she lingered in happiness, 
and we seemed to her like the children she had lost, 
in some measure. Then she went home. Perpetua and 
Ponticus have gone to their rest by the path of mar- 
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tyrdom — Perpetua being drowned in the Tiber, and 
Ponticus burnt to death in the imperial gardens. They 
say that Publius is nearly frantic with his grief, at 
which I cannot wonder, seeing that he is almost alone 
in the world. Perhaps you know that the lady Ves- 
tina is married to Epipodious, and fled to Athens } " 

" Yes ; tidings of these things were brought me by 
an intimate friend in the faith — our brother Timo- 
theus. And now I feel so far wearied of the trials and 
turmoils of this life, that I would fain lie down and 
bid farewell to them all. For years I have been hunted 
about like a partridge on the mountains ; stripes, im- 
prisonment, and torture have all been my lot, and I 
feel so weary of earth — though not weary of my 
appointed work — that it would be joy to hear my 
Master's voice saying ' Come up hither.* But I do 
not murmur ; on the contrary, I am only waiting the 
word of command, and, whether that command sum- 
mon me to death or labour, I shall cheerfully go." 

" I trust not to death," replied Andronicus. " The 
young churches cannot do well without a spiritual 
overseer, and none can feed the flock of God like your- 
self Besides, we have lost many friends in the faith, 
and we naturally cling all the more to you." 

" Priscilla was my faithful helper. Now that she is 
gone, I trust the mantle of her spirit will fall upon 
your Zillah. She has been some time with her, and 
probably imbibed her self-denying, Christ-like spirit. 
I trust it is so, for then she could do good service to 
the cause of Christianity by her efforts. And you. 
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Andronicus, be valiant for the truth ; be not ashamed 
to acknowledge your Lord and Master before this evil 
city, and when He cometh to reward every man ac- 
cording to his work, He will not be. ashamed of you. 
Take this as my dying injunction ; let my words be 
treasured up in your remembrance against the day 
that you see me no more, for my heart tells me that 
my time is not far off." 

Paul — now " Paul the aged " — had been brought a 
second time in bonds to Rome. For the offence of 
the Cross he had been made a prisoner, and the damp 
dark cells of the Mamertine prison had received his 
bent and enfeebled frame. This time he was destined 
to die, for Nero was pitiless to all who bore the Chris- 
tian name, and the Apostle had long been in the 
forefront of the Christian service. Paul was alone in 
Rome now. We find in one of his letters, written at 
this time, that his old associates in the faith were gone, 
— "Demas into The^salonica, Crescens to Galatia, 
Titus to Dalmatia, and Tychicus to Ephesus." The 
first-named of these had departed from the faith, so 
that the recollection of him " brought no joy ; " but 
the others still continued faithful, although far away. 
Alone and in prison as the aged veteran was, no 
wonder that he looked forward to martyrdom as the 
means of releasing him from his arduous toils ; no 
wonder that, like a tired warrior, he longed for release. 
From the tone of the Epistles written by him at this * 
period, we find him anxiously looking for his depar- 
ture, and, as with a heaven-inspired premonition, 
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hailing it with joy. Andronicus was permitted to 
visit Paul under the plea of his relationship, and more 
than once had obtained admission, although surrep- 
titiously, for Marcus also. Out of the once flourishing 
church which had been founded in that great city, 
only these two were at all able to obtain interviews 

with its illustrious founder. 

« « « « « 

Somewhat later the same /evening, or rather night, 
another meeting was taking place in the city. Pub- 
lius's home was wrapped in gloom and sadness, indeed, 
this was its general aspect now — a sadness which was 
not improved by the sombre shades of night. Publius 
was sitting by the lamp, as was his wont, wrapped 
in thought, having dismissed all his attendants, and 
ordered them to repose. Eudoxia was all-in-all to her 
father now ; indeed, his lot would have been solitary in 
the extreme if deprived of her, for his daughter Ves- 
tina was as good as dead to him. For months no 
tidings of her had reached him, and he supposed that, 
if alive, she and her husband were still somewhere 
near Athens. Possibly he was at this time thinking of 
his wife, — possibly of his daughter, — or perhaps the 
remembrance of both was so commingled in his mind 
that he would have found great difficulty in separating 
them one from the other. Dropping his head on his 
hands, and resuming the recumbent attitude which he 
had for a moment relinquished, he almost gave way 
to the weakness of tears, for a sad blight had fallen 
on that peaceful home since the myrmidons of the 

20 
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Emperor entered there. In place of the love, joy, and 
home-happiness which had reigned there so many- 
years were desolation, sorrow, and bereaveitient Even 
the servants shared in the general gloom, and went 
about with bated voices and sorrow-stricken coun- 
tenances, as if they scarcely dared draw a free breath. 
Was it to be wondered at that Publius should lie 
helpless and hopeless in the depths of his great sor- 
row, seeing that as yet he was ignorant of the power of 
the Great Healer to dry up the tears of poor suffering 
humanity ? In a dim, uncertain, unreal sense Publius 
knew Christ, because of his wife's loving testimony 
for His name ; but he had never gone to Him person- 
ally and practically, never confided his cares to Him, 
and made Him the repository of all his griefs ; so this 
great sorrow, which, more than all, he needed to cast 
upon the Mighty One, he was bearing himself ; with 
what result one can well imagine. Two or three times, 
as he sat there absorbed in meditation, he fancied that 
he heard footfalls, but seeing no one he concluded that 
it was a mistake, and resumed his pensive attitude ; 
but he was not mistaken ; another moment and loving 
hands imprisoned his in their own soft grasp, while 
loving lips poured forth a shower of kisses on his face. 

"What! Is it you, Vestina, or am I dreaming.? 
And Epipodious too ! What is the meaning of it ? " 
he said, as he clasped her to his arms. 

" It means this, dear father, that I wanted to see 
you all so sorely that I could not rest any longer 
away. So we left Athens unknown to anyone, and 
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came into Rome only this evening. We came here by 
stealth, thinking it would not be safe to come openly. 
So you see you must give us shelter and concealment 
as long as we remain." 

" Alas ! my daughter, it is a small share of that I 
can offer you now, for sorrow and persecution have 
invaded my household since you left. I am thankful 
that you fled : if you had not, Fulvius would have 
wreaked his vengeance upon you. As it was, your 
mother and brother were taken, and probably I may 
be the next " — 

" Father ! you do not mean to tell me that my 
mother is dead! You cannot mean that, surely! 
And Ponticus, — ^where is he ? " she faltered out, as the 
bitter truth seemed slowly to dawn upon her. 

" Dead — killed ! They both died the martyr's 
death." 

The sudden revulsion of feeling was too much for 
Vestina, and she fell swooning into her husband's arms. 
As Epipodious caught her, Silvius, Publius's faithful 
attendant, entered, fearing fi'om the sound of voices 
that his master was again attacked by Fulvius's crea- 
tures. With his assistance, Vestina was soon brought 
back to consciousness again. She lay on one of the 
couches that surrounded the triclinium, and burst into 
a flood of bitter weeping as soon as she recovered her 
senses. Epipodious bent over her with sympathetic 
sorrow, but Publius seemed to have recovered all his 
old sternness and self-command, for he stood with 
tearless eyes and stony face, only revealing, by the 
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wringing of his hands and his hurried steps, the 
bitterness of his anguish. 

" Can you bear to tell us about it ? " said Epipo- 
dious*s manly voice, " or will it task your courage too 
severely ? " 

" You shall hear. It must be told, and you might 
as well know it now as at a future time. After your 
marriage with Vestina, Fulvius lay in wait to capture 
you, not knowing that you had fled. Vestina's con- 
stant rejection of him seemed to inspire him with rage, 
for he came here one night, armed with a warrant from 
the Emperor for her arrest. After forcibly breaking 
into our house, he bound me prisoner, because I en- 
deavoured to oppose his progress, and left me on that 
couch outside, where I lay until the terrified servants 
released me. He took away your mother and Ponticus, 
bound, and threw them into prison for the offence of 
being Christians. I saw them both several times, and 
used every persuasion to induce them to give up their 
faith, for I had obtained a promise from the Emperor 
that they should be pardoned if they did so. Do not 
blame me for this, Vestina ; what would you have done 
had you been situated as I was } But no arguments 
of mine could prevail. Your mother — perfect submis- 
sion in all else — ^would not relent in this one thing, 
she would not deny Christ. Sometimes, indeed, she 
would cling round me in an agony of sorrow, lament- 
ing for my sake and Eudoxia's that she must die, but 
her Christianity overcame even the fear of death, and 
she died by drowning, one night. Ponticus — my poor 



*'READY TO BE OFFERED.'' 



309 



boy — ^was burnt to death in the imperial gardens, and 
they told me that he went to his death as brave as 
the bravest of them. 

Suppressed sobs, only varied by inarticulate groans, 
burst from Vestina and her husband at the recital. 
During all their journey home from Athens they had 
pictured their return to a home, happy as they had 
once known it — blessed in the loving communion of 
husband and wife, mother and brother. But what a 
fearful change! A casual observer would scarcely 
have known Publius, had he not been in his own house, 
among his own surroundings, so altered and worn was 
he, for grief soon mars a man's countenance. Vestina 
clung to her husband with that agonising, clinging 
earnestness which always characterises the young, 
and especially young married people, who, having 
wedded out of purest deepest affection, now find that 
each is more and more all in all to each other. If 
adversity comes upon such couples, it only makes 
them cling more closely to each other, as if the trouble 
could be warded off in some measure by so doing. 
This was something like the feeling of Vestina as she 
clung to her husband, in her bitter desolation. For 
her mother had been doubly a mother to her since 
she had known Christ, and Ponticus had been dearer 
than he ever was before. Judge, then, what a sudden 
blow this must have been. 

" But you do not reflect upon Christianity for this, 
my father?" said Vestina, deprecatingly. 

** Not altogether ; inasmuch as I am persuaded that 
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this new religion is better far than the old. I have 
not learnt much about it as yet, but from what I saw 
and heard of your mother, sure I am that it is a g-ood 
faith. Had it been otherwise, neither she, nor Pon- 
ticus, nor any of the other martyrs would have been 
so sustained and strengthened in their trials." 

" Then you are almost a Christian, father, are you 
not ? " 

" Almost, my daughter. But I must come to the 
full knowledge of the truth gradually. Do not hurry 
me ; I shall need instruction and forbearance, and from 
whom can I have these so well as from you two } " 

" We will instruct you, father," replied Vestina, " as 
far as our own knowledge permits. But, in the mean- 
time, we must be sheltered, so that our arrival in 
Rome shall not be suspected. What can be done ? 
Can yofi trust the slaves with the secret of our 
arrival } " 

" Yes ; I have no fear of them. They were all too 
much attached to your mother to betray anyone con- 
nected with her. But you must be content to remain 
in hiding.", 

"We can do that willingly," replied Epipodious, 
" for young as we are, we cannot entertain the thought 
of martyrdom with joy, as some do, although, if ne- 
cessary in defence of our faith, we would even go to 
the stake as — as many others have. But for Vestina*s 
sake, I would wish to live now." 

Here was the difference between the apostle and 
these young people. One was "ready to be offered," 
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— waiting and longing for the summons to go, — weary 
with bearing the heat and burden of the day, — ^while 
these two, on the contrary, were eager to remain, to 
move and work on the arena of life, as their Lord 
should give them opportunity. Each stood, as it 
were, on the borders of the two extremes of human 
experience : each feeling was perfectly natural and 
right. The young should rejoice in life, for it is a 
beautiful and noble thing, when rightly used. No 
grander gift does God bestow than the gift of joyous 
free existence. It is a high and holy endowment 
from His hand, and we fail in gratitude when we over- 
look this. Oh ! let us live as if these lives of ours 
were tiot mere dreams, to be frittered away in empty 
fooleries and fashionable follies, as if we had much 
to do, much to accomplish, and but a short day to 
accomplish it in, before we enter on the solemn and 
unchangeable life of the eternal state. 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

" Ashes are on my head, and on my lips 
Sackcloth, and in my heart a heaviness 
And weariness of life that makes me ready 
To say to the dead, ' Make room for me.* 

Only I see th^ dusk 
Of evening twilight coming, and have not 
Completed half my task, and so at times 
The thought of my shortcomings in this life 
Falls like a shadow on the life to come." 

Longfellow. 

/^NE night, just at the still midnight hour which 
ushers in the birth of another day, Andronicus 
and Zillah were hastily summoned up. The messen- 
ger knocked loud and long, as if life or death de- 
pended on his despatch, and so in a measure it did, 
for the sands of an old man's life were fast running 
out, and he desired to see his daughter before cross- 
ing the boundary-line of life and death. 

" What is the matter } " inquired Andronicus, put- 
ting his head out of the casement " What do you 
want ? " 

I want your wife, Zillah, the daughter of Ephraim. 
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He is hard dying, and cannot die in peace until he 
has seen her. Come at once, both of you." 

" Who is with the old man ? " inquired Andronicus, 
whose organ of caution was ever prone to be excited 
at the least occasion. 

" None but his friends, — none that you need fear," 
replied the messenger. " He is too anxious to re- 
pair his past unkindness to Zillah to do her any harm 
now, or even to be the means of it." 

" Very well ; we will be there in a few minutes," 
was the reply, and the messenger departed. 

In ten minutes the pair were crossing Rome. As 
we have before said, "the Trastevere " lay at a con- 
siderable distance from that quarter of the city in 
which the Christians lived, and it was a full hour's 
walk before they could gain the old usurer's dwelling. 
With the exception of occasional sounds of revelry 
from festive halls, or bacchanalian orgies, the city was 
still and sleeping. Its vast heart was buried in slum- 
ber, — except perchance where the cry arose from the 
prisoner's dungeon, ascending into ,the ear of Him 
who seeth alike in the darkness and in the light. 
Doubtless there were many such cries going up to 
heaven, for at this time violence, injustice, and cruelty 
reigned supreme in Rome. 

On their way toward the " Trastevere," Andronicus 
and Zillah had to pass the imperial part of the city. 
Lights gleamed in those palace-halls, and gay music 
rang forth on the calm night air, revealing the fact 
that the occupants of those halls were making the 
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most of their little day, unmindful of the solemn life 
which would soon dawn for them. The two passers- 
by lingered not, but, with thankfulness that they had 
been spared so long, an^ preserved from the imperial 
clutches, hurried on to their destination. 

The moon was shining dimly, and the drifting 
clouds served but to obscure her light. This was 
the more welcome to our two travellers, as they 
viewed the darkness only as a friendly cover. 

By-and-by they arrived at the old, well-remem- 
bered house. "Home," I was about to say, but it 
could scarcely be called "Aome'* when it had spurned 
and driven forth one who in 

and weakness needed all its shelter. For ought its 
master cared, Zillah — ^his own daughter though she 
were — might have been herded with the scum and 
offscouring of the city ; but for all this the remem- 
brance of the gentle mother, so long since passed 
away, made this dwelling to be remembered amid the 
changing scenes of life as " home " still. 

On lifting the latch, no one appeared to greet them. 
The lights were all in an upper chamber, and the 
household wore that subdued hush which always be- 
tokens imminent danger or death. To Andronicus 
the house was strange, but to Zillah it was as familiar 
as if she had never sought another home. Guiding 
her husband, they crept up the staircase, he following 
her, and wondering where the dark journey would end. 
On arriving at the top, Zillah turned down a corridor 
where her father's sleeping chamber used to be, but 
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was met by a domestic carrying a small lamp, who 
said, — 

" This way, please/' pointing to the opposite door. 
" Your father has been very restless for the past day 
or two, and insisted on being taken into the room 
where your mother died, that he may die there too. 
He has talked much of you and her of late, and I 
am glad you are come to see him before he dies." 

" My father is drawing near his end, then, you 
think ? " 

" Yes, I am sure of it. Hark ! he is calling you 



now." 



And so he was. In feeble, cracked tones, not at 
all like the once full baes tones of her father, Zillah 
heard her own name uttered several times, as if in 
piteous entreaty. Hastening at once to the long low 
chamber, which we have before described as being 
tenanted by Ruth during her tedious illness, she found 
him almost in the last agony. A rabbi and one or 
two domestics were standing round, ministering to 
the varied wants of the sick man. The rabbi was re- 
peating some prayers for the dying, to which Ephraim 
was listening with that wistful longing attention which 
always characterises those who are drawing near to 
the brink of this life. But as sobn as he saw his 
daughter he partly rose in the bed, and held out both 
arms towards her, as if he longed to embrace her 
again. Understanding the action thus, Zillah went 
up to him, and kneeling on the couch imprinted a 
kiss on his forehead, while Ephraim clasped her so 
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closely to him, that it seemed wonderful how a dying 
man should have such strength. For dying he un- 
doubtedly was, and the haughty rabbi drew back from 
the presence of Zillah and her Christian husband, as 
if the brief contact of a visit were too much for his 
charity. But Judaism was a thing of the past with 
Ephraim — as far as his affection went, — for he clung 
to his long-lost daughter, with deep inarticulate sobs, 
which told how little and how truly insignificant all 
those barriers which opposing faiths had in time past 
erected between them now seemed to his mind. The 
eyes of a man's mind get wonderfully enlightened in 
the hour of death. Things that seem narrow and ex- 
clusive and fanatical amid the bustle and worry of a 
money-making age, look very luminous and valuable 
then, while those pursuits and passions which hold 
mankind obedient to their sway during life, dwindle 
into their true insignificance, and are rated at their 
real worth. Presently, Ephraim became calmer, and 
motioned for all, save Zillah and her husband, to 
leave the room. They did so, the rabbi looking back 
with an impatient, scornful frown at the visitors. 

As soon as they were alone Ephraim gave free 
vent to his feelings, and in his strangely altered tone 
entreated his daughter's pardon for his past unkind- 
ness to her. 

"Don't speak of it, father, don't,'^ replied Zillah, 
" You did what you thought was right, and you could 
not, as a strict Jew, be blamed. But I have found 
friends, who have cared for me, and watched over me 
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as parents over a daughter; and now, father, I am 
happily settled in life, so that you need have no 
anxiety respecting me." 

" I thought that I was truly doing God service, " 
replied the dying man, " because I deemed this religion 
of yours a piece of gross blasphemy and imposture. 
But I scarcely know wh^t to think of it now. At any 
rate, I would not persecute you again for following it. 
Watch over her kindly and faithfully, Andronicus, I 
beseech you," he continued, turning to the young mail. 
" Remember, you are her only friend now." 

" You may rely upon my doing that, Ephraim. 
Her happiness is dearer to me than my own life," 
said Andronicus. 

"But, father," continued Zillah, catching at the 
idea which Ephraim had thrown out in reference to 
the Christian religion, " why would you not persecute 
any one now for being a Cbristian } " 

" Because there may be more of truth in it, after all, 
than I have imagined. Believers in Jesus Christ may 
as surely get to heaven as devout Jews. At least I 
hope so, and then, Zillah, perhaps you and I, as well, 
as your mother, may meet in heaven." 

" I trust so, father ; but do you know anything of 
this Christ ? How do you come to know anything 
of Him 1 " 

" See here, Zillah. These were left behind by your 
mother. " 

As he held them out in his wasted, feeble hands, 
Zillah recognized them. They were slips of parchment 
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on which she herself had copied out various passages 
of Scipturefor her mother's study, during her long and 
lingering illness. Yes, they were her own handiwork. 
One after another he held them up, as if his acquaint- 
ance with them was a very comforting thing to reflect 
upon. There was that heart-soothing invitation which 
speaks to all heart-worn ones in all times, " Come unto 
me, all ye that labour and are heavy-laden, and I will 
give you rest." Then again, that sublime passage in 
Romans, " What shall separate us from the love of 
Christ ? Shall tribulation, or distress, or persecution, or 
famine, or nakedness, or peril, or sword ? " Then again, 
the glorious declarations, " Therefore being justified 
by faith, we have peace with God through our Lord 
Jesus Christ." " There is therefore now no condem- 
nation to them which are in Christ Jesus, who walk 
not after the flesh, but after the spirit." One after 
another the old man held them up, as if these words 
had beconie precious to ^ him — more precious even 
than he cared to tell. Zillah caught at this with 
avidity, and wondered if it could be really the case 
that her father had forsaken Judaism. It was a bold 
question to put, but she resolved to put it, for the 
sands of life were quickly running oiit, and before 
very long it would be too late to answer or to ask it. 
" Father, do you believe in Jesus Christ or not i " 
A minute or two passed in silence. You could 
almost have heard the beating of Zillah's heart as 
she paused for her father's reply. 

" I do to a certain extent. I cannot say that I 
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believe in Him as you do — ^fully and entirely, — but 
this I can say, my views are changed greatly with 
reference to Jesus Christ. I used to think Him an 
impostor, but now I do think that He is the Son of 
God and the Saviour of men." 

What more was needed } Was not this a confession 
of faith, and though made through the mists and 
shadows of a Judaical training, yet it might have 
been, and doubtless was, as real and as acceptable to 
God as that coming from the lips of many a one 
nurtured and trained in our modern Christianity. 

** I have not confessed this to anyone else," con- 
tinued the dying man. ^ " The rabbi thinks I am still 
a strict Jew. Let him think so, for you and I wor- 
ship but one God after all. I am too far gone to dis- 
pute with him now, which I should have to do if I 
avowed my change of opinions. Once more, Zillah, 
kiss me, and let me hear you say that you forgive me 
for all my past^unkindness to you. The end will soon 
be now. I feel it. Lay me down again." 

They did so, and while they did it a change stole 
over his features. The cistern was being broken at 
the fountain, — the strong man was coming low, and 
the once stalwart man was bowing to the grasp of a 
stronger than he. For a few minutes he seemed to 
dose, and then rousing up again said to Andronicus, 
" You will see that Zillah gets her rights } I have 
arranged that she shall inherit everything. That 
wicked Demas deceived me, and left me, so every- 
thing will come to you." 
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As we have before said, Demas was gone into 
Thessalonica, but before he went his character came 
out, even to Ephraim, and the two separated other- 
wise than friendly. 

Demas's hypocrisy permeated his whole life, and 
even a worldling would have spurned him in disgust. 
When too late, Ephraim perceived how he had been 
injured by him, and would fain have recalled Zillah to 
her former place in his household. But seeing he 
could not do this, he did all he could as a kind of 
compensation in the matter of inheritance, so that 
from that time forth Zillah and her husband would 
be free to go and come whither they would, without 
depending on manual labour. 

The night wore away and darkness gave place to 
dawn. Almost with the first grey gleam of morning- 
light, Ephraim's spirit passed away. All the house- 
hold were gathered round his bed, but the old man 
clung to his daughter, to the last. By-and-by they 
stood round the lifeless form, and Andronicus bore 
away his wife from the apartment, while the attend- 
ants performed the customary rites for the dead. 

After Ephraim's death, Zillah's isolation in Rome 
was complete. Andronicus would have returned to 
Judea but for the fact that the Roman armies were 
besieging the towns and cities of that sacred land. 
Under these circumstances, they concluded to settle 
up matters and live upon Zillah's inheritance until 
opportunity offered to escape quietly into Greece or 
Spain. 
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So necessary had it become to obey the Saviour's 
injunction, concerning "fleeing into other cities," that 
no Christian could count his life safe in Rome, even 
for a day. 

The fact that Zillah and her husband had escaped 
hitherto, could only be attributed to an overruling 
Providence keeping them from harm for future use- 
fulness. Nero was instituting a diligent search for all 
who professed Christianity, and although a Roman 
met with less mercy for changing his religion than a 
Jew, still each alike furnished food for the flames. 
The fearful times of which Christ spoke were dawn- 
ing on the whole eastern world. Happy they who 
had found a covert from the storm ! 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 

Wit in tl^t ®ato0mb8. 

" It is an hour of darkest, deepest woe 

When those we love are severed from our side ; 
Yet weep not, for we soon and surely go 

Upon their steps, led hy the same blest guide. 

It is an hour of darkness, when the soul, 
She knows not why, dreads an impending doom, 

While heaven and earth seem one black, formless scroll : 
But weep not, light will soon break through the gloom." 

Joanna Baillie. 

pUBLIUS'S house no longer afforded a shelter for 
Epipodious and Vestina. Fulvius had caught 
scent of their arrival in Rome, and his emissaries were 
tracking the inoffensive fugitives with the cunning 
and agility of bloodhounds. Publiushad had sufficient 
experience of the mercy meted out to followers of 
the new faith, to deter him from keeping his daughter 
under his roof. But the more necessary was it to 
obtain some safe refuge for Vestina, as the delicacy 
of her health rendered her incapable of taking another 
long journey, otherwise her husband would have car- 
ried her back to Athens. 
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" We must go to the Catacombs," said Epipodious, 
one day, when the matter was being discussed. " Pos- 
sibly Marcus can gain us access to other companies 
of Christians, so that we shall not need for food 
and such necessaries. I will see him, if possible, this 
evening." 

So he saw Marcus, creeping out after dark, and 
stealing along in a disguise borrowed from one of the 
slaves. Not a very pleasant thing to be obliged to 
do in the queenly city of Rome, because he dared to 
follow a purer faith than the established fables ; but 
any and every risk must be dared, so that Vestina 
should be taken to a place of safety. Marcus was 
only too overjoyed to be of service to his young friends, 
but he did not fail to find fault with them for their 
imprudence in venturing back to Rome at such a time. 
Said he, " Why could you not have written home, — 
say, even to me, and inquired how things were getting 
on here before coming back? I would have dissuaded 
you strongly against it." 

" Because we concluded that, as we had heard no- 
thing from Rome for some months, no news was good 
news, and Vestina wanted so much to see her mother, 
that I determined to accede to her desire. So we 
came back quietly and secretly, intending to give the 
family a surprise. We found Publius alone and 
sorrowing, and on inquiring the reason of his sorrow, 
he told us of his desolated home." 

"And beside these two, others of our little company 
have been taken away by one cause and another, so 
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that we are dispersed on every hand. The Apostle 
is in prison again ; Priscilla is dead ; Biblis and Albina 
were torn to death in the arena ; Demas forsook the 
faith ; Felicitas, as you know, was cast into the boil- 
ing pitch ; Honoria and Hortensia are both gone to 
rest; and Alexander, your former companion and 
friend, has not only denied the faith, but is opposing it 
with all his might, by his craft of idol-making. Others, 
too, have either been gathered home, or have fallen 
away, so that we scarcely know where to look for the 
remnants of our church. But I believe it will not be 
wholly scattered abroad, and after this time of per- 
secution is past we may be re-united in increased 
power." 

" I trust it may be so," replied Epipodious, "but, in 
the meantime, we who are left must preserve ourselves 
from the hands of the oppressors, if we can. Had I 
known of this state of things a month since I would 
not have consented for my wife to come home, but as 
we are here measures must be taken for our safety. 
Do you happen to know much about the Catacombs ?" 

" Yes ; I am tolerably familiar with them, seeing 
that I have been forced to s^end a large portion of my 
time in them, officially or otherwise, when persecution 
has pointed its bloody finger towards me. For all 
purposes of safety those reached from Priscilla's gar- 
den are quite sufficient, but if you apprehend danger 
or pursuit, I would advise you to choose the catacombs 
of Sebastian." 

Then let it be those. I will leave the matter of 
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the conduct there entirely to you. What time will you 
be ready, and what disguises had we better wear ? *' 

" Be ready in three hours from now — that will be 
early morning, and fewer people will then be in the 
city. Take the road towards the Appian gate, and I 
will join you by the arch of Drusus. As for disguise, 
you had both better wear the garments of menials* 
while I will be habited as a porter." 

" It shall be as you wish," replied Epipodious, as 
he strode away to prepare Vestina for her nocturnal 
journey. 

That night, or rather early morning, a couple of 
travellers might have been observed cautiously and 
quietly making their way toward the Porta Appia- 
These were Vestina and Epipodious. Publius would 
have accompanied them, but it was necessary that no 
suspicion should attach itself to the travellers, and, in 
the state of public opinion in Rome at that time, any 
with whom he might have been seen associating: 
would have been deemed guilty of heretical doctrine- 
Besides which, the fewer the number of the party the 
better. Very near the arch of Drusus, as he said, was 
Marcus, but so successfully disguised in the habiliments 
of a porter that even Epipodious did not at first recog- 
nize him. Stepping out from the nook in which he 
was hiding, he gave a low whistle, that being the sig- 
nal agreed on. Making a silent and respectful saluta- 
tion to Vestina he motioned them to follow him, and 
advanced towards the gate. A soldier was on guard, 
but waiting their opportunity, they contrived to slip 
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through the side postern while he was pacing the other 
end of his beat This was the most dangerous part of 
the matter, for had this manoeuvre not been accom- 
plished quickly, the two men would have been driven 
to resort to bribery or force. Sometimes it happened 
that the soldiers on g^ard were Christians, or favour- 
able to Christianity, so that a fugitive had no trouble 
to flee from his persecutors, and to many of these 
Christian guards Marcus was known, in consequence 
of his walks of mercy around and about the city. He 
hoped that this night's guard would have been known 
to him as one favourable to the new faith, but being 
disappointed in this respect he and his young friends 
were compelled to adopt the stratagem we have de- 
scribed. Once outside the gate, however, the way was 
easy. The entrance to the catacombs of Sebastian 
was not far off, and was only frequented by those who 
fancied gloomy subterranean researches, or by fugi- 
tives in search of safety. Murders had been sometimes 
committed there, and this had given the place a bad 
repute. On arriving at the entrance Marcus struck a 
light, and gave his burden to Epipodious to carry, 
which burden was principally food, provided for 
them by his thoughtful kindness. After making 
their way for some distance, feebly and slowly, over 
blocks of tufa, and accumulated "debris of all kinds, 
Marcus blew a long and shrill whistle, which was pre- 
sently answered by another. In a few minutes a 
couple of men, bearing torches, advanced, and sa- 
luted Marcus, who seemed to be well-known to them. 
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*' Rufus," said he, to the foremost, " here are two of 
our brethren, who are forced to flee for their lives. 
You know how that Perpetua and Ponticus have been 
martyred for the testimony of Jesus. They were the 
mother and brother of this lady, and a similar fate in 
all probability awaits her and her husband if they do 
not flee. I commend them to your care." 

Marcus then bade his friends farewell, and turned 
back. It was necessary that he should regain his home 
during the darkness, otherwise his disguise would only 
have brought suspicion upon him, as he was known 
personally to so many in the city. The two men 
received the fugitives kindly, and led them into the 
interior of the catacombs with g^eat care, as if anxious 
to do all the honour they could to their illustrious 
visitors. But for all this the sight of the place that was 
to be for an indefinite period their only home, struck 
a chill into the hearts of our two young friends. Nursed 
in the lap of luxury as they had been, it was but 
natural that they should feel somewhat despondent at 
this gloomy underground dungeon, and Epipodious 
wished, for his wife's sake, that he had refused to leave 
Athens. But it was too late now, so making up their 
minds to the prospect, they advanced behind their 
guides. Presently they came to a large open chamber 
brilliantly lighted with torches, in which was a good 
company of men, women, and children, who each and 
all saluted them with a warmth of affection which 
bespoke a real regard. Sleep was out of the question 
after arriving here, so sitting down they recounted the 
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cause of their return to Rome, and of their seeking 
refuge here, to some who had been their companions 
in earlier and happier days. 

Dark, depressing, and dingy as this abode was, the 
time came when each would have given all they 
possessed even for its shelter. 

In the catacombs, one day was very much like an- 
other, only varied occasionally by the arrival of some 
fresh fugitives, or by friends bringing supplies of food, 
and intelligence of matters in the city above. Most 
of the company spent their time in reading, or hearing, 
from the lips of the teachers there, of the books of God. 
There were two old grey-headed teachers among them, 
who had conveyed thither their much-prized manu" 
scripts, and who instructed their fellow-believers in 
the faith for which they were outcasts. It was a deeply 
interesting sight to see and take part in these meetings. 
Sitting with their backs to the tu/a wall, and with the 
sacred MS. on their knees, while a youth or child held 
a lamp, they read and expounded and exhorted their 
hearers to be faithful unto death. 

Sometimes the watchers — for there were always 
men who took it by turns to watch while the others 
slept — would give the alarm. Frequently spies or 
bands of soldiers would intrude into the catacombs, on 
the alert for the fugitives whom they felt sure were 
sheltered there. But a watchful Providence was over 
all, and on no occasion during Vestina's residence there 
did the intruders succeed in their purpose. On such 
occasions the fugitives would retire into the inner re- 
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cesses of the caverns, and block up the approaches 
behind them with stones and tu/a. 

Sometimes a departed Christian brother or sister 
would be brought in for burial, and then the whole 
company assembled round the corpse to listen to the 
touching words of Scripture. Others burnt the bodies 
of their dead ; but believing in the resurrection of the 
body and its final exaltation to " the new heavens,*' 
these Christians did not dare to burn. For sepulture 
a recess was dug out in the wall, and the body laid in, 
sometimes accompanied by a few relics of the dead 
brother's occupations. A slab was then fitted into 
the wall, and a suitable inscription carved out, telling 
all that looked thereon that the departed one wa.s laid 
to sleep "in peace." Multitudes of such mementoes 
exist in these catacombs even to the present day. 

Sometimes, when messengers arrived with provisions 
and drink, messages would be brought to some timid 
maiden or proscribed son, thrust out from their homes 
because of their faith, that they were at liberty to re- 
turn home again, provided they would not intrude 
their newly-found faith upon their relatives. But not 
always were these invitations accepted, for very fre- 
quently they were only allurements set as traps to 
entice them back to persecution and bonds. 

So the time passed, and Epipodious watched over 
Vestina with tenfold tenderness. Silvius generally 
brought them their supplies ; and in this way many 
weeks passed away. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

" For I am now ready to be ofFered, and the time of my departure 

is at hand. I have fought a good fight, I have finished my course, 

I have kept the faith.'' 

Epistle to Timothy. 

T^HE Apostle still lay in the dark, cheerless dun- 
geon of the Mamertine, waiting the Emperor's 
decision. What that decision would be it needed not 
a seer or a prophet to foretel, for threatening indica- 
tions already shadowed forth the doom of the self- 
denying Paul. Nor were there wanting those among 
the courtiers who, to a spirit of fawning servile adu- 
lance, added that of intense hatred to the doctrine of 
the Gospel. These men lost no opportunity of fan- 
ning the flame of dislike already existing in the mind 
of the Emperor against Paul. The illustrious captive 
had already stood before Nero once, and by the 
unanswerable logic of his reasoning, the fervour of 
his appeals, and the faithfulness of his denunciations, 
had made his royal hearer to tremble. Like other 
governors before whom Paul had stood, Nero was 
guilty of manifold crimes, and shrank before the blaze 
of Gospel light and purity, like the guilty debased 
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being that he was. Owing to a series of fortuitous 
circumstances, Paul had been released from his first 
imprisonment some months previous. There was 
more work for him to do, and God opened the way 
for him to do it. But now the Apostle's work was 
done, he was a second time in bonds. Young 
churches had been strengthened, young evangelists 
and bishops sent forth — among them Timothy to 
Ephesus, and Titus to Crete, as bishops, — and, 
large numbers gathered into the Christian fold. Paul 
himself was getting old now — nearing the limited 
"threescore years and ten" assigned by David to 
mortals ; .and a long course of wanderings in the ser- 
vice of the Gospel, " in perils oft, in sickness oft," had 
not improved a naturally weak constitution. From 
the description given of him by one of the Fathers 
we find that " he was low and of little stature, some- 
what stooping, his complexion fair, his countenance 
grave, his head small, his eyes carrying a kind of 
beauty and sweetness in them, his eyebrows a little 
hanging over, his nose long, but gracefully bending, 
his beard thick, and, like his hair, a little mixed with 
grey." Chrysostom says that he was very short in 
stature, being only a little more than four feet high, 
which assertion seems borne out by the fact that he 
himself tells us they were wont to say of him that 
" his bodily presence was weak, and his speech con- 
temptible." St Jerome records that the Apostle was 
frequently afflicted with the headache : this probably 
was the " thorn in the flesh " which afforded him 
subject-matter for his repeated intercessions. 
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But the frail body was only the outside shell In- 
side, a mighty intellect and a large-hearted soul shone 
forth, leading him to endure all manner of hardships 
and persecution for the sake of that which was so 
dear. To that gigantic intellect the mysteries of 
salvation had become wondrously luminous and clear. 
" Trained as he had been in the schools of Tarsus, and 
the academy of Gamaliel, his lofty gifts of mind 
were sharpened and educated ; and the cosmo-po- 
litan tendencies which might have been expected 
from a son of Tarsus, made him the more fitting to 
travel and to preach among the Gentiles. Of his 
power of argumentation, and calm unbiassed reason- 
ing, the Epistles to the Romans and Hebrews bear 
sufficient proof; while the addresses to the men of 
Athens and Antioch show how earnest, faithful, 
and pungent he could be when dealing with such an 
important matter as the salvation of men's souls. Of 
all men, St Paul was the one to be measured by 
his mind. 

One morning the long-threatened decree was issued. 
He was to die ; but his privilege of Roman citizenship 
prevented Nero's barbarous edict from being fully 
carried out in this case, for instead of dying a lingering 
death by the torture or the flames,he was condemned to 
be beheaded outside the city walls. But the announce- 
ment was not a startling one to him, seeing that he had 
long anticipated martyrdom. Said he to the gaoler 
who waited on him, "If such be the case, I would fain 
make one request. Wilt thou grant it i " 
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" I will, if it be within my power. But thou hast 
not many days to live, and I would advise thee to 
submit quietly to thy fate." 

" Of that I am well assured ; but be you also assured 
that I welcome death. By it I shall be the sooner 
with the Master whom I have so long served. But 
I want writing materials — pens, ink, and parchment. 
Here is some money : buy what I need, and keep 
the rest for thyself." 

Timothy was far away in Asia, and Paul longed, oh, 
so sorely ! to see his face and hear his voice once more. 
But that could not be. The distance was too great 
and the time too short to admit of a visit ; moreover, it 
would only have conduced to the young man's own 
destruction, could he possibly have contrived a visit 
to Rome at that juncture. So the Apostle wrote to 
him, as soon as his faithful gaoler brought the parch- 
ment, and, as the result, we have that precious, faithful, 
plaintive letter, the Second Epistle to Timothy. From 
it we learn that he felt his complete isolation in Rome 
to be not one of the least aggravations of his lot. 
"All men forsook him," and he stood before Nero, 
"the lion," alone. Then, after expressing his firm 
conviction that the Lord would still uphold and 
strengthen him, and giving vent to his longings for 
" the better land," he plaintively besought Timothy to 
endeavour to come to him. But from the evidence of 
contemporary Fathers and historians, we are led to 
believe that the aged Apostle never again beheld the 
face of his beloved young brother-labourer. 
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A week thereafter Paul was led forth out of the city. 
A guard of soldiers surrounded him, bearing in their 
midst the glittering Roman ensign, and the instru- 
ments of death. Had you been on the Ostian Way 
that morning you might also have seen another group 
of persons, whose troubled countenances and grief- 
worn demeanour betrayed their sympathy with the 
prisoner. These were some of the Christians in Rome, 
determined to cheer their teacher in his death-hour 
by their presence and prayers, although at the risk of 
their own lives and liberty. Foremost among this 
little company was Marcus the pastor, and Luke " the 
beloved physician," who, having arrived in Rome the 
week previous, had succeeded in gaining access to the 
condemned Apostle. Ever and anon the aged saint 
would turn to speak a word of warning, or entreaty, 
or encouragement to those who followed him, and the 
soldiers stood too much in awe of his name to forbid 
or hinder him. 

A little farther back was a young couple, walk- 
ing along as if unconcerned with what was about to 
take place, and keeping aloof from all the other 
pedestrians. These two were Epipodious and Ves- 
tina, who had ventured out, disguised, from their sub- 
terranean hiding-place, to see how their great leader 
would die. As is always the case, the blessing of 
freedom had been valued ten times more by them 
since this voluntary imprisonment ; and as they went 
along, somewhat paler and feebler by reason of their 
confinement, it seemed of God's choicest blessings to 
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be permitted once more to see the blue sky and 
breathe the fresh air of heaven. But they had little 
time for indulging in emotions of this kind, and less 
inclination ; for the fact that they were now going to 
witness the execution of their beloved teacher eclipsed 
all else. Confident in the thought that Paul would do 
or say nothing to compromise them, should he recog- 
nise them among the crowd, which was now fast increas- 
ing, and resting secure in their own disguise, they 
went on. It was a strange feeling which prompted 
them to it: perchance they would have to die the 
martyr's death ; then what would strengthen them for 
their fate so much as to see how another, dear to them, 
would die ? 

Another among the crowd was Alexander the cop- 
persmith, the same who, as a young student, was so 
zealous and courageous as a confessor of the faith. In 
those happier times he was a favourite pupil of Paul's, 
and the Apostle indulged sanguine hopes respecting 
him ; but the love of the world and the thirst for money 
had crept in, making him turn his heart away from 
Christ His conscience told him how basely he had 
acted ; and, muffling his face in his cloak, he steeled his 
heart against any tender thought, and looked on with 
the calm brazen determination of one who has volun- 
tarily given up the good, and chosen the evil. There 
are no characters worse than these. 

By-and-by the spot was reached. Ostia was the 
port of the city ; and the place chosen for the Apostle's 
execution was about midway between the city walls 
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and the port. The preparations were few and simple ; 
but while they were being made, the holy man turned 
round and addressed himself to- the people. In a 
strain of affectionate earnestness he urged his hearers, 
reminding them that the time was fast coming on, 
when idol-worship and pagan creeds would ill suffice 
when, as the shores of time seemed drifting away be- 
neath their feet,andthe dim, unknown, mysterious realm 
of eternity drew near, they would find how vain and 
unsatisfying the traditions of men had been. From 
first to last the Apostle dwelt on Christ and His sal- 
vation ; not a word concerning his own doings or 
sufferings fell from his lips, although, had he been so 
minded, he could have told a tale of unresting labour, 
unceasing sufferings, and increasing persecution, — all 
steadily borne for the Cross of Christ. But Paul 
always magnified the Master rather than himself 
through life ; and as he was in life, so was he in death. 
Noble martyred apostle! Among heaven's galaxy 
of bright ones, who have " washed their robes, and 
made them white in the blood of the Lamb," Paul 
will be foremost I 

Vestina turned away heart-sick as the axe de- 
scended upon the neck of the prostrate apostle. Just 
at that instant a glowering sullen look met hers, and a 
quick glance of recognition passed between the two, 
which boded no good. Alexander, the former associate 
of her girlhood's days, the apostate from the faith, was 
now closely associated with Fulvius in his persecuting 
tendencies, although more in the character of a secret 
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spy than an active partisan. Vestina could not at 
once remember his features, but a moment's reflection 
served to convince her of his indentity with the former 
humble and diligent young inquirer, who together 
with herself had conned the sacred manuscripts. Her 
first impulse was to inform her husband ; but, check- 
ing herself as she remembered how full of anxiety his 
portion already was, she kept her forebodings within 
her own breast. But the mischief was too surely 
done, and the direful premonitions which filled her 
with dismay were not wholly uncalled for. Alexander 
— as is generally the case with an apostate from a true 
faith to a false one, and always in persecuting times 
— now hated with a bitter hatred those who had re- 
mained faithful to it; for he was well aware of the heavy 
trials that had befallen Publius*s family, and of the 
share Fulvius had in producing them. He knew, too. 
that Vestina and her husband had fled to avoid a 
similar fate, and, judging from Fulvius's bloodthirsty 
disposition, he reasoned that he would be doing him 
acceptable service to denounce them. Unfortunate 
was it that they should have ventured out that morning. 

Before nightfall Fulvius was made ac<iuainted with 
the presence of Vestina and Epipodious in Rome. 
At first his crafty spirit suggested another midnight 
assault on Publius's house ; but Alexander overruled 
that proposition at once. 

" Do you think," said he, ** that the two fugitives 
would remain in Rome in such a public manner as 
that ? I do not believe so for one moment, especially 
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as they have the fate of their mother and brother ever 
looming before them. No : in my opinion you would 
be far more likely to find them in one of the secret 
hiding-places of the Christians — the catapombs, for 
instance. What say you ? " 

" That may be ; but if you had had such a con- 
founded fall down there as I got the other day, and 
broken a limb into the bargain, you would not be so 
ready to venture there.". 

We must premise that, some months before, Ful- 
vius, while in the pursuit of a luckless Christian slave, 
who had taken refuge there, had fallen down a con- 
cealed opening, and broken his arm, besides meeting 
with sundry other bruises. Ever since then he had 
been chary of engaging in explorations in the cata- 
combs. 

" No," continued he, " if they are there, we must get 
at them by artifice. You are the man for this. You 
must watch the openings, and accost those who steal 
in with supplies, pretending that you are a Christian 
in distress. Then cautiously obtain all the information 
you can, and bring it to me. I will set a spy upon 
Publius's family-; and then, between both of us, they 
will not easily escape. Meanwhile, I shall denounce 
them to the government, and obtain warrants for their 
apprehension." 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

"My life is cold, and dark, and dreary: 

It rains, and the wind is never weary : 

My thoughts still cling to the mouldering past, 

But the hopes of youth fall thick in the blast. 

And the days are dark and dreary." 

Longfellow. 

" ^[O treachery, Julius, or you know the penalty." 

**I do not mean treachery, my lord : I am ready 
to stake my life on the truth of what I have been telling 
you. Silvius will not betray them ; but I will lead you 
to them, if you like. He has told me where to find 
them in the catacombs ; and if you agree to give me 
the money I heard you promise him, I will engage to 
discover their retreat to you." 

'• To-morrow night, then," was the reply. 

The two speakers were stern, dark-browed, forbid- 
ding-looking men. One moved in the patrician and the 
other in a plebeian rank of life ; but for all that — for 
all that their social positions were at the extremes of 
society — they were brothers in dark, hateful wicked- 
ness. And it is often so. I think you will find that 
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one touch of villany ',' will make a whole world kin," 
as well as " one touch of nature." These two were 
noble and slave ; but they were double-dyed with the 
sins of lying, deceit, hatred, and bloodshed, and of the 
two the noble was the worst Fulvius, for it was he, 
was dogging his victims with relentless pertinacity, 
hoping to be rewarded by the sight of their sufferings. 
Vestina was hated by him, as only a woman can be 
hated by a man who has lost her through his own 
vileness ; and he detested Epipodious, if possible, still 
more. Fully bent on glutting his revenge, he was 
resolved on losing no opportunity — cost him what it 
may — for getting them into his clutches. For this 
purpose he had already tampered with Silvius, offer- 
ing him a large sum of money to betray the fugitives. 
But the faithful slave rejected his proposal with horror, 
and fled from the tempter whom he could not spurn 
as he would have liked. Julius, however, another of 
Publius*s household, was made of baser calibre, and 
on hearing Silvius*s account of the young noble's 
temptation, resolved within himself that he would earn 
the gold. Some natures are so mercenary and base 
that you cannot but recoil in disgust from them, as you 
contemplate the wickedness of which they are capable. 
Julius's was one of these, a nature, indeed, so destitute 
of everything noble, or manly, or generous, that it was 
more like a moral deformity in God's beautiful creation 
than aught else. It mattered not to him that by so 
doing he should betray those nearest and dearest to his 
master's heart,-*-that he should make the wounded 
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spirit bleed afresh, and lead to immolation two young 

trusting hearts who had never done him aught but good 
I wonder not that Solomon declared the love of money 
to be the root of all evil. At the best money is a 
sordid thing, only redeemed from meanness when 
sanctified by the uses to which you put it ; but when 
it is the price of conscience — the price of blood — ^how 
base a thing is it ! Money gotten as the price of 
blood has been a curse from the days of Judas down- 
ward, and ever will be. 

Next morning, by dint of manoeuvring, Fulvius and 
his guide were safely lodged in one of the recesses 
leading to the catacombs, where they must of ne- 
cessity see and hear everything that passed. Silvius 
was expected almost momently, and the plan of the 
two watchers was to dog his footsteps to the precise 
spot where the two fugitives were hidden, then steal 
out softly, and return with a band of soldiers to 
apprehend them some hour or so later. Yoii may 
think how base a man Fulvius was to lend himself, in 
company with a slave, to these detestable artifices in 
order to gain the object of his vengeance. And you 
may judge, too, what a fortunate escape Vestina had 
in not marrying hiip, even though her brief term of 
married life was overclouded by the sorrow of parting, 
exile, and persecution. In this case one had far 
better be the persecuted than the persecutor. 

Presently, Silvius came, all unsuspicious of the pre- 
sence of any spy, bearing in one hand a small lamp, 
and in the other supplies of different food. Julius 
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actually shrank back as he passed, as if some sudden 
gleam of light and revealed to him in that moment 
what a wide difference lay between his own treachery 
and the uprightness of his fellow-slave, who was " faith- 
ful among the faithless found." Fulvius, feeling the 
shrinking movement, gave a warning shove with his 
elbow, as much as to intimate that he would admit of 
no drawing back. Julius understood it, and instantly 
became as rigid and silent as the dead. When Silvius 
was far enough in front of them to prevent his hearing 
their footsteps, they crept out and followed him, care- 
fully and quietly ; for the progress of each party was 
necessarily slow. They went along, and after some 
ten minutes' scrambling, Silvius turned down a little 
recess, and gave a loud, shrill whistle. It was imme- 
diately answered by a couple of men, one of whom 
was Epipodious. Silvius went into the chamber, 
where the glimmer of lamps revealed the presence of 
^a dozen or more forms. Fulvius and his guide waited 
to see no more, but creeping back the way they 
had come, regained the outside of the catacombs. 
It was good to breathe the fresh air of heaven once 
more after the chilly atmosphere of the catacombs ; 
but it was not this which made Julius's teeth chatter 
and his frame tremble as they did : it was his con- 
science ; and as Fulvius tossed him the coveted money 
with a warning of what he might anticipate if he 
hindered the arrest of the fugitives in any way, he 
took his way home, feeling very much like a convicted 
murderer. 
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In less than a couple of hours Fulvius was at the 
spot again, armed this time with the warrant for the 
apprehension of the Christians, and supported by a 
strong band of soldiers. Poor fugitives ! What power 
could keep them now but an Almighty ? 

Threading their way cautiously over blocks of tu/a 
and stones, but aided this time by lamps, the party 
proceeded into the innermost recesses of the cata- 
combs, headed by Fulvius. In due time they came 
to the recess marked by Fulvius as that leading to 
the chamber. Gleams of light were apparent through' 
the blocks of tu/a piled up to prevent the incursions 
of stragglers, and as Fulvius listened he thought he 
heard a manly voice reading. Giving the signal to 
his followers, the frail barricade was soon demolished, 
and the occupants of the room were discovered in 
affright. Some were fleeing with headlong speed 
down the other passages with which they were familiar ; 
others were preparing for»flight, and yet, again, others 
were crouching in fear and terror in obscure corners. 
Among the latter was Yestina, who was too weak to 
run, and by her side was her husband, who would 
not desert her. In another moment Fulvius caught 
sight of the pair, and with a fiendish laugh, he called 
out to one of his subordinates, — 

" Here, AutuUus, bind these two. Secure them, 
and no matter if all the rest go for this time. These 
are the ones I am in search of." 

In a minute the bloodhounds of the Emperor were 
upon the devoted young couple, who but clung the 
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closer to each other the nearer they saw the danger 
approach. Knowing full well the bloodthirsty cha- 
racter of the wretch with whom they had to grapple, 
they renounced all hope of ever regaining home or 
freedom again. Pinioning their arms, the soldiers led 
them out toward the entrance of the chamber, and 
then looked for further orders from their leader. By 
this time all the others had escaped ; but Fulvius cared 
not for that, so that he could take away these two. 

" Let them go," he shouted ; " we will come back 
again soon for them too. Meanwhile, let us make 
sure of these ;" and he hurried the men forward as if 
every moment spent underground was lost. On they 
went, with slow and painful steps on Vestina's part, 
who was separated by three or four soldiers from her 
husband, towards the opening. Once arrived there, 
the party halted to recover themselves and to arrange 
the order of procession. Fulvius decided on taking 
his prisoners to the dungeons under the Amphitheatre, 
seeing they were nearer and afforded quite as much 
security as the Mamertine dungeons. Thither they 
were hurried, and confined in separate cells, when the 
brutal band retired, leaving them to their own sor- 
rowful reflections. Day broke and found them help- 
less captives in the strong grasp of persecuting 
Rome. 

As Providence would have it, the commander of 
the guard to whom the two prisoners were delivered 
was nofte other than Philip, Vestina's cousin, the long 
absent son of her widowed aunt Honoria. Once in 
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his care, Vestina rested assured that intelligence 
would be quickly and certainly conveyed to her father, 
and so it was. Philip was some ten years older than 
Vestina, — a bronzed and weather-beaten soldier, wear- 
ing the laurels he had gained in the British and 
Mysian campaigns. On returning to Rome, sorrow, in 
more senses than one, awaited him ; his mother and 
aunt were dead, his uncle a proscribed man, while 
Perpetua and Ponticus had both drunk the martyr's 
cup of suffering and death. On seeing the desolation 
and anguish that time and persecution had wrought 
among those dearest to him, he turned in disgust from 
the life of easy retirement he had contemplated, and 
returned once more to martial duties. Unknown as 
he was to Fulvius, there was no risk of Vestina being 
removed from his hands into others less kind. 

Next morning PubHus and Eudoxia were admitted 
secretly by Philip into Vestina's presence. Like a 
friend and brother, he had conveyed the intelligence 
of their capture immediately, and devised plans for an 
interview. 

Publius clung to his daughter as those only cling 
who have lost their all. Knowing how merciless her 
adversary was, he dared not hope she would be spared, 
and Vestina herself was quite resigned to die. Epi- 
podious feared not for himself, but for his wife he de- 
sired life. All his thoughts — all his tears — were for 
her, and nothing but the restraining power of the 
grace bestowed on him prevented him venting his 
anguish in execrations on the head of Fulvius. Little 
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Eudoxia clung to her sister with a wistful, yearning 
sorrow, — comprehending all that was about to take 
place, yet too young to have much to say. Vestina 
looked on her, and her heart was full. 

" Eudoxia," said she, " I want you to promise me 
one thing." 

*' What is that, dear sister } Only tell me, and I 
will do it," replied the little thing. 

" I want you to promise me never to worship our 
gods. Love Jesus Christ, and honour Him. He will 
not despise little ones like you ; and if you serve Him 
now, you will grow to love His service more and more. 
As you gro^ older. His service will become more and 
more precious, and you will not wonder how it was 
that your mother and brother and sister chose rather 
to suffer death than to deny His name. Besides that, 
although Christ's followers sifffer now, they will not 
always suffer. The time is coming when His name 
shall be glorified above all false deities, and His fol- 
lowers honoured as worshippers of the only true God« 
Will my little sister promise me this } It may be my 
last request." 

The child fixed her large wondering eyes on her 
sister as she said this, as if she would drink in the 
sense of every word. "Yes, dear sister," she replied, 
" I will promise you. I will never love or serve any 
other than Jesus Christ." 

"And you, my father," Vestina continued, turning 
to him, " never forsake the faith you have just learnt 
What if we should suffer martyrdom } Shall we not 
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all meet in heaven, where pain and torture and per- 
secution come never more ? How much better that 
will be than lingering here in dread and sorrow ! If 
we had remained in Athens, we might still have been 
cut off, — ^we cannot tell. It is comforting, however, 
to believe that the time and manner of our departure 
is all known to Jesus. And we are well assured that 
He will stand by to strengthen and console us." 

" I believe that He will, Vestina," replied Publius ; 
" but still the thought that you must go is overwhelm- 
ing. It is too hard," he added, as the feelings of the 
father prevailed. " Why must you die, more than all 
the other Christians in Rome > " 

"Because mainly of Fulvius's revengeful spirit," 
replied Epipodious. " I believe we might still have 
dwelt in safety in our retreat, had he not suspected 
our hiding there, and discovered us. But how he came 
to find us out, is more than I can fathom." 

** From what I overheard among the soldiers," ob- 
served Philip, who had until now been a silent spec- 
tator of the scene, " I believe that one of your own 
slaves — Julius, I think, was his name — had something 
to do with betraying you. One Alexander was often 
spoken of as first conveying to Fulvius the intelli- 
gence that you were in Rome. Have either of you 
seen him since your return home ?" 

" We did, or rather Vestina did, at the martyrdom 
of Paul," replied Epipodious. " I did not see him 
myself, but I remember her giving a sudden start as 
they mutually recognised each other." 



348 



VBSTINA^S MARTYRDOM. 



*' Ah ! Well, then, it seems that Fulvius acted on 
the information that Alexander furnished him, and 
tried to bribe the slave that carried your daily sup- 
plies. But he was too faithful to be bribed, so lie had 
to try another ; with that one he succeeded, and, if 
my memory serves me rightly, his name is Julius. 
Of course I heard all this in my position as captain 
of the guard. Had I betrayed my relationship to 
you, it would have been kept secret from me." 

Here was the secret out, over which the poor young 
prisoners and their father had been puzzling their 
brains ever since the sad reality had burst upon them. 
Treachery, base, serpent-like treachery, had been the 
cause of their arrest. But the Master was betrayed, 
and was it anything very wonderful that the servants 
should be betrayed too ^ 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

life in §tsi)g. 

** Thou hast passed through the solemn gate of life ; 
Thou hast felt the pangs of maternal strife ; 
In the first warm glow of a mother's joy 
Thou hast gazed on the face cf thy first-bom boy. 

Grim Death drew near with a stealthy stride ; 
Keeping silent watch at the mother's side. 
And, Rachel-like, thou art passed away. 
While yet in Life's warm and sunny day. 

* Ashes to ashes,' — * earth to earth : ' 
For death in life was the price of birth. 
So we lay thee down for * a little while,' 
Safely housed from the world's turmoil." 

T^PIPODIOUS'S doom was soon made known to 
him. He was to be thrown to the lions in a 
gladiatorial show to be held the next day, in the 
Amphitheatre. Poor young man ! And yet not to be 
pitied, in one sense ; for he was brave as a lion for his 
faith, and was well prepared to sacrifice all for it, 
rather than forsake his Lord. And as he sat in his 
solitary cell, thinking over the events which the 
coming day would bring forth, he trembled — not for 
himself — but for his wife. For the past few months 
he had been indulging the fond expectation of be- 
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coming a father, — of receiving a new and precious 
infantile life, which should bind him and Vestina 
more closely together, and complete the sum of their 
happiness. And say what you will, these little fragile 
beings make us feel how intensely the life of the fa- 
ther and mother is one, more than anything else on 
earth can ; for whatever children haters may think, we 
can assure them that the circle of domestic life is very 
incomplete indeed without the prattling guilelessness 
of infancy. All fathers who may happen to be num- 
bered among my readers will be able to understand 
Epipodious's keen anguish at the thought that he 
would not be permitted to behold the face of his child. 
And as to his feelings with reference to Vestina, I 
cannot depict them. Only those similarly circum- 
stanced can at all fathom his distress and sorrow of 
heart at the idea of leaving her to the mercies of 
Rome's pagan gaolers at such an important crisis. 

Vestina was as yet ignorant of her husband's doom, 
and, on finding this. Epipodious bribed the gaoler to 
permit him to see her for an hour, stipulating, how- 
ever, that she should not be informed of his fate for 
four-and-twenty hours after his death. Philip had 
been removed from guard, according to his general's 
• arrangements, and was, in his turn, doing duty at the 
palace. There was no fear, however, of his returning 
to the prison as quickly as possible, for his cousin's 
sake, although the relationship was as yet unsuspected 
by any one in the prison. Had Philip been on duty 
there, no bribery would have been necessary to ensure 
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an interview between the two sufferers. But in this 
the hour of their extremity, when all earthly help 
seemed to have failed them, the heart of this stern, 
forbidding-looking gaoler was turned towards them, 
in so far that for the sake of the young man's bribe 
he permitted them to spend an hour together, al- 
though at the risk of offending his superiors. 

The interview was painful and affecting. In her 
womanly weakness Vestina seemed to cling more 
than ever to her hysband, and he realized more vividly 
than before how necessary his manly protection and 
cheerful encouragement were to her. Once or twice, 
as he thought of it, the tears would force their way, 
and betray his emotion, and, when questioned by 
Vestina, he was almost on the point of letting out the 
dread secret. But he nobly checked himself, sending 
up a silent petition that when the news was broken to 
her it may be by Philip or her father. This was the 
only mitigation of the trial possible to her. And pain- 
ful as the interview was, the doomed young husband 
went back to his cell, feeling somewhat thankful that 
he had been permitted to behold the face of the be- 
loved of his youth once more, before meeting the 

martyr's death. 

* * « * * 

The arena rang with the shouts of savage gladia- 
tors, the plaudits of the onlookers, and the martial 
music which the Emperor caused to be played at 
intervals. As a kind of accompaniment, too, to this 
horrid mixture of noise, there were not wanting the 
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low groans and half-suppressed shrieks of the wretched 
victims. One after another they were brought in, 
after the combats were over, and cast to the lions, to 
fight for sheer pastime ; for, by a refinement of cruelty, 
if one of these poor wretches ever succeeded in kill- 
ing a lion, he rarely, if ever, had his own life spared. 
His prowess was greeted rather by stem looks and 
significant silence, indicating the unalterable deter- 
mination to see human blood shed For this they had 
come, and for this they were waiting, to such an 
extent had these gladiatorial combats embrutalized 
and deteriorated the Roman people. 

Epipodious was nearly the last sufferer brought in. 
Living, as he had been, in his fetid dungeon, on the 
same level with the arena, he could hear every groan 
and shout as each of his predecessors was mangled to 
death. Turning with loathing from those sickening 
sounds, he " stayed his soul upon God," and in deep 
devotion and fervent wrestling the time flew by until 
his own turn came. 

As he was driven into the arena he glanced around 
and above him with a hurried glance. There, tier 
after tier, sat thousands of noble Romans and citizens, 
bronzed warriors, and fair maidens. But was there 
one of all that vast crowd who wished his life spared ? 
Not one ; or if there were, that one dared not reveal 
his feelings. Why.? do you say.? Because such a 
benevolent sentiment would have exposed the one 
entertaining it to the suspicion of being contaminated 
with Christianity ; and in that era suspicion was 



LIFE IN DEATH. 



353 



equivalent to condemnation. But in that hurried 
glance Epipodious thought he recognized one fiercely 
malignant face bent on him with an expression of 
gratified revenge. It was Fulvius, and as Epipodious 
brought him to remembrance, he could not help turn- 
ing away in unaffected horror. 

But brief time had he for reverie or recognition. 
Yonder, at the opposite side of the arena, was crouched 
a lion preparing for the spring, while just above 
the keepers were stationed, goading him with their 
sharp steel goads, to render him furious. Little he 
needed this, however. With one terrific roar and 
bound he sprang upon his cowering victim, and in 
a few minutes the dust of the arena was dyed with 
the blood of Epipodious. 

The next day had not passed before Vestina was 
informed of her husband's fate. The soldier who 
relieved guard, being either more indiscreet or less 
feeling than his predecessor, had not been at his post 
an hour before he told her of the death of Epipodious. 
The news at first prostrated her : then, the reaction 
taking place, she became almost frantic, and when 
Philip, whose turn it was again to command guard at 
the prison, arrived at the spot, he trembled for the 
consequences. Soothing her as well as " he could, 
he administered all the comfort in. his power, and 
from his own resources supplied her with cordials and 
restoratives. But his heart was heavy while he did so, 
for the judicial fiat had gone forth, and she was 
to die on the morrow by drowning. He had been 
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commissioned to tell her, but his heart dared not 
permit him, and once or twice, while holding her in a 
deathly swoon, he wished, oh ! how ardently, that she 
might never recover again. 

Hour after hour passed by, and still he sat with 
her, soothing and comforting his cousin. Poor terri- 
fied heart ! how she needed him on whose breast she 
had so often leaned, and to whom she had confided all 
her anxieties. But he was gone, gone for ever, and, 
though she knew it not, she was to join him very 
quickly in the land of the glorified ones. . 

Evening waned into night, and, as the shades of 
darkness deepened, Vestina grew calmer, so calm 
that Philip prepared to leave her. Knowing well the 
martial regulations, she was forced to consent ; but 
her sense of loneliness and desolation very nearly 
prompted her, more than once, to ask him to remain. 
But this she knew could not be, and, resigning herself 
to her loneliness, she sank back upon her pallet, after 
wishing her cousin a tearful good night. 

And as he went out his heart sank within him. 
She was to die on the morrow, and he, although com- 
missioned to tell her, had not done so. Once or 
twice he was on the point of doing so, and his hand 
was even on the iron bolt ; but again the words stuck 
in his throat, and he went away, mentally deter- 
mining that he could not be the bearer of these evil 
tidings. As she was now, already crushed with 
sorrow and anguish of spirit, he feared indeed that 
the direful intelligence would cause her to die before 
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him. And he hoped, too, that the poor overtasked 
mind and body — over-tasked with the sorrow conse- 
quent on the greatest of all earthly bereavements, 
would regain somewhat of composure in the oblivion 
of sleep. 

So he went his way, but not to rest. It was now 
nearly midnight, and his heart almost stood still as he 
contemplated the awful certainty of his young delicate 
cousin dying before that time twelve hours. With 
untold anguish of mind, he paced his room until 
morning dawned, only giving vent to a smothered 
groan, and seeking relief for himself and his cousin 
where all heavy and troubled souls must seek it — 
at the throne of the Eternal. 

Philip watched in the dawn, and then went again 
to Vestina's cell, taking with him some light nourish- 
ment. Her father and sister had seen her during the 
previous day, before she had been made aware of her 
husband's death, so that he judged within himself 
it would not be advisable to permit another interview 
with them prior to her death. But the soldier's heart 
was heavy and his countenance sad, as he wended his 
way through the dingy corridor of the prison. Some- 
how,, he could not tell why, as he stood before the 
dungeon of his cousin, he halted in very fear, as if 
a premonition of evil deterred him from entering. 
Just at that moment a low tiny wail smote on his 
ear, and with a heart almost standing still, he drew 
back the huge bolt What a fearful sight met his 
pye ! On the ground, still and white, and partially 
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unrobed, lay Vestina, sleeping " the sleep that knows 
no waking/' By her side, wrapped in its mother's 
stola, or outer robe, was a feeble, puny infant, 
wailing its low, feeble wail, as if pining for maternal 
attention ; but the heart that would have clung to 
it as her own life was far away, beyond the blue 
ether, doubtless watching with a mother's undying 
love the welfare of her orphaned little one. And the 
wail of that little babe, ascending up from that 
gloomy dungeon, was, we doubt not, a swift witness 
against the persecutions of pagan Rome. 

Stooping down, Philip sought for any feeble sign of 
life in the young mother's form, but there was none, 
and manly, stout-hearted soldier that he was, the 
irrepressible tears rolled down his face at the spec- 
tacle. In the hour of her maternal agony, when 
of all times needing the greatest succour, she had 
been alone, and alone she had gone to the portals of 
the grave. Her sorrow and anguish were unfathom- 
able, save to One, — that One who stood by the three 
Jews in the fiery furnace, and succoured His servant 
in the lions' den. Then, alone did I say ? Not utterly 
alone, for as she went her weary journey to the tomb, 
He went with her. 

But you could see the promptings of the mother's 
love in the only thing she had been able to do for her 
child. With only just sufficient strength to wrap it in 
a part of her own dress, she had pressed it to her 
bosom, and died. Oh, happy mother ! happy in your 
newly-developed motherly bliss, judge, if you can, what 
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njust have been Vestina's anguish as her eyes grew 
dim to all of earth, and her loving hold loosened 
upon her babe F Judge, if you can, what must have 
been her terror-stricken anticipations on behalf of 
that babe, as she knew she must die and leave it 
behind ! 

Summoning the gaoler and his wife, Philip directed 
them to' take charge of the dead body, while he claimed 
the sole right to dispose of the infant. Revealing his 
relationship to the gaoler, he informed him that he 
should take it on himself to commit the babe into its 
grandfather's hands ; and after staying long enough 
to see that the woman attended to his orders, started 
on his mission. For hours he had been dreading the 
duty of bearing evil tidings to Vestina, now the neces- 
sity for those tidings was gone, and, instead, he had 
to inform Publius that his daughter was ** taken from 
the evil to come." And as Philip strode along the 
streets of the city, he came to the determination to 
shake its dust from off his feet as quickly as he could, 
and take his departure to some place where he could 
safely profess his. Christian faith. 

Publius was at home, buried in sorrow. Knowing 
that his son-in-law had been butchered in the arena, 
he guessed that Vestina would soon follow him ; but 
he was not prepared for the tidings that Philip brought. 
Indeed, so absorbed in grief was he, that he scarcely 
raised his head when his nephew was announced. 

" See, uncle, what I have brought you," said Philip. 
** Vestina is gone home to rejoin her husband, and 
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has left this helpless little one behind her. Will you 
not take it in her stead ?" 

Publius looked up as if he did not comprehend the 
speaker — and, indeed, he did not at first But as 
Philip drew near to him, with the little babe, and 
unwrapped the stola that its grandfather might see it, 
he took it all in ; and when the little thing began to 
cry its feeble, puny cry, the old man took it in his 
arms and clasped it to his breast. 

" Is it mine ? Is it Vestina's ? Where is she ? what 
is become of her ? Tell me again," he said, in hurried 
tones. " I do not understand you." 

Philip sat patiently down by the old man's side — 
for he was an old man now in more senses than one, 
adversity and trial having aged his face, and silvered 
his hair, very fast, — and recounted, as well as his 
throbbing heart would let him, the circumstances of 
the case. When he came to the finding Vestina's 
corpse, Publius seemed to wake up to the compre- 
hension of the whole thing, and burst out into a wild, 
bitter lamentation. 

" Try to be still, Publius," said Philip. " She was 
but taken away from the evil to come ; for had she 
survived the night, this morning would have been her 
last." 

" How so.^" said the old man. 
"Because she was condemned to die to-day, and 
I was chosen to inform her of it last evening; but 
how could I ? And this morning I thank God that I 
did not" 
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" Even so. I will take this little one as my owh. 
It shall be to me in the stead of Vestina, and from 
henceforth Rome shall be a strange city to me. I 
will be no more a Roman, but a Christian, and I will 
seek a home where I can worship the God for whose 
name my dear ones have died," said Publius, as he 
caressed his little granddaughter. 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 

** Farewell, farewell ! but this I tell 
To thee, thou wedding guest : 
He prayeth well who loveth well 
Both man and bird and beast. 

He prayeth best who loveth best 

All things both great and small ; 

For the dear Lord who loveth us, 

He made and loveth all." 

Coleridge. 

TDUBLIUS kept his word. Not many days there- 
after he was gone, taking with him only an old 
man and woman slave, to attend to his wants and the 
infant's. Where he went was a mystery at first, but 
letters received by Philip, as soon'as it was practicable 
to send back, informed him that the fugitives had 
taken up their abode in an obscure town of Asia 
Minor, whither Philip resolved to follow them as soon 
as he could obtain his dismission from the army. 
There Publius settled down, devoting himself to the 
care of nis daughter and granddaughter, and training 
them both up in the Christian faith. Vestina's infant 
grew apace, and in a short space of time learnt to 
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lisp her grandfather's name. She and Eudoxia were 
inseparable. As if to prove the truth of the axiom 
that "the seed of the righteous is blessed," this little 
infant grew up to be no other than the honoured 
Olympia, whose name has been handed down through 
the distant ages to us, for her piety and sufferings 
in the cause of truth. What Vestina could not do for 
her Master, Olympia did, and her name is held in 
righteous remembrance to this very day. 

Some few months later, Philip followed his uncle*s 
family into Asia Minor, where he settled, and publicly 
professed his adoption of Christianity. As years 
rolled by, and the persecuting tendencies of the age 
seemed for a season suppressed, they were all able to 
follow the dictates of their consciences unmolested, 
and, with the exception of Olympia, who wore even- 
tually the martyr's crown, they all died natural 
deaths, in a ripe old age. 

Andronicus and Zillah remained but a little time 
longer in Rome, and that period they were compelled 
to spend in seclusion, or their lives would have paid 
the forfeit As soon as opportunity offered, they fled 
to Ephesus, where they formed a home, and lived in 
peace and tranquillity for many years, consecrating 
their wealth and energies to the advancenient of 
Christianity. 

Marcus was not spared much longer. He had en- 
joyed immunity from persecution for a protracted 
season, and 'while one after another of his little flock 
had been prematurely ^ut off, he had been spared to 
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disseminate the truths of the Gospel. But his turn 
came at last : history and tradition both record that 
he was killed by being fastened to a stake, and made a 
mark for arrows. Thus were pastor and people united 
in the common bond of a fellowship of suffering. 

"Alexander the coppersmith," who was the indirect 
agent in the discovery of Vestina and her husband in 
their concealment, was wedded to this world. Wrapped 
in the cloak of a money-getting and money-loving 
disposition, he remained to the day of his death an 
untiring enemy of the faith he once professed. Many 
a poor, retiring saint, who would fain have pursued 
the even tenor of his way, as a "pilgrim and sojourner 
upon the earth," was ferreted out and consigned to the 
flames through his instrumentality. 

Paul the Apostle thought of Alexander in his last 
days, and prayed that the Lord would " reward him 
according to his work." That that prayer received its 
answer we can have but little doubt, for a man had 
better never be born than " injure " or " offend " one of 
Christ's "little ones." Of this we may be sure, in the 
time when all things shall be seen by the light of eter- 
nity, and measured by the line of eternity, it will be 
more tolerable by far for these same despised, injured 
" little ones " than for their persecutors. 

Of Demas, too, we have nothing good to record. 
He became wedded to his gold, and in course of years 
grew to be one of the most sordid-minded of his 
nation. He never married, gold supplying to him the 
place of wife, children, and friends. His attachment 
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to his faith being only assumed for the sake of gaining 
wealth, he was not even respected as a Jew, and among 
those Christians by whom his story was known he was 
looked upon with scorn. Once or twice he crossed the 
path of Zillah and Andronicus, but he very quickly 
disappeared from their knowledge again. 

Shortly after the death of Vestina, and the depar- 
ture of Publius, an insurrection took place in Rome. 
The debauchery, cruelty, and extravagance of Nero 
turned the public mind against him. Conspiracy be- 
/came rife, and many of the citizens wished to be well 
rid of such a tyrant One or two plots had been dis- 
covered and crushed, but the hour of such a wretch was 
sure to come. So vile was he that it seemed a wonder 
that he was permitted to live upon the earth. The mur- 
derer of his mother and wives, the breaker of all oaths 
and compacts, a villain delighting in lust, injustice, and 
wrong, it could scarcely be expected that he would 
always continue safe from the fury of the Nemesis of 
popular vengeance. His doom came at last. A con- 
spiracy was headed by Galba, who succeeded Nero in 
the imperial dignity, and so completely had he turned 
the hearts of all against him, that not one of his most 
professed flatterers would grant him an asylum. On 
its being made known to him that his death was deter- 
mined on by the army, as well as the conspirators, he 
rose from his couch in the dead of. the night, and went 
from house to house, beseeching his nobles to hide him. 
But the only answers to his entreaties were words of 
scorn, and he returned to his own house. When there 
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the sounds of nearing tumult smote upon his ears, and 
in an agony of fear he besought one of his freedmen 
to put him to death. The man acceded to his master's 
request, and in a few minutes a quivering, blood- 
stained corpse was all that remained of Claudius 
Caesar Nero. 

Immediately upon the death of the Emperor becom- 
ing known to the populace, the tempest of stormy 
passion and ungovernable anarchy raged louder and 
fiercer. In the tumult, Fulvius hoped to distinguish 
himself, sycophant that he was, by espousing Galba's 
cause, but one who envied him his position and power 
gave him a secret stab in the back, and, falling in the 
midst of the crowd, Fulvius met an ignoble death. 
" The mill of providence grinds slowly but surely." 

As for the new religion we have but little to say. 
Its success and universality at the time we write 
speak more than volumes from our pen could. The 
faith commenced in obscurity, nurtured in adversity, 
advocated by poor and unlettered Galilean fishermen, 
and handed down among the nations by persecuted pro- 
fessors and apostles, now sways the whole world. Nero 
and others of that class vainly imagined that they were 
going to " stamp out" Christianity; but instead of this, 
Christianity has witnessed their downfall and destruc- 
tion, and will one day be the standard by which they 
will be judged. Christianity has penetrated to the 
poles, and permeated the wild sons of the forest ; it 
has flourished alike in tropical regions, and in frozen, 
ice-bound, barren climes. The religion of Jesus has 
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been the great lever by which the nations which 
sat in darkness have been raised to dignity, power, 
civilization, and morality, so that in the lands where 
cannibalism used to reign, " peace on earth, and good- 
will towards men" is known. The angels' song is 
becoming an established fact, and why ? Because this 
religion, this "new faith," this "new heresy," as 
the old Romans in their worldly wisdom styled it, has 
regenerated the whole of the moral world. In the 
time when Jupiter, Venus, Minerva, and Bacchus 
were worshipped, who ever thought of sending men 
or money to the "heathen beyond?" Who ever 
dreamed of succouring the famished, of relieving the 
distressed, of supporting and educating the widow 
and orphans, of alleviating pain, and pointing to a 
bright world beyond, where all is peaceful, and holy, 
and pure ; where all those time-tossed and weary souls 
who are so nearly shipwrecked on the breakers which 
abound in the ocean of life, may rest secure, for ever 
present with the Lord ? Pagan mythology possessed 
none of these ennobling influences. Its principles 
were dark, revolting, and destructive, and its creed a 
mystery. By its fruit we know what it was. It made 
men — the men of that age, who were in many respects 
noble and praiseworthy — cruel, despotic, reckless, im- 
moral, and base ; and the picture of the Romans, as 
drawn by Paul, reveals a nation's character stamped 
in hideous deformity. But the light of the religion 
of Jesus rose on our world, and its moral aspect be- 
gan to put on new life, until the desert blossomed as 
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the rose. Greek and Jew, Roman and Scythian, 
Greenlander and Red Indian, African and Asiatic, 
Hindoo and Patagonian, black and white, bond and 
free, educated and ignorant, having each and all, in 
their respective eras, bowed beneath the Gospel sway 
and owned its great founder " Lord of all." And 
the triumphs of this glorious faith have as yet been 
only partial, compared with those which are to come. 
In the ages yet to dawn upon our earth, the kingdoms 
of this world will become the kingdoms of our Lord 
and His Christ ; all nations shall know and fear Him, 
from the rising of the sun unto the going down of the 
same, and of His kingdom there shall be no end. 

And then, as thought travels onward to that solemn 
judgment-seat where we must all stand, — Nero and 
Paul, persecutor and persecuted alike, — how little 
and insignificant seem the baubles of Time, compared 
with the' realities of Eternity. Who would not rather 
in that dread day, " for which all other days were 
made," stand in Paul's or Perpetua's place, than in that 
of the judges who spoke the relentless fiat which con- 
signed them to a torturing death ? Nay, who would 
not rather be the poor bond-slave Felicitas, struggling 
in the boiling pitch-caldron ; or Vestina, suffering all 
the accumulated sorrow of her woman's hour of 
agony, than Nero, clothed in the imperiat purple, 
" faring sumptuously every day," and ruling accord- 
ing to his own despotic will ? Positions will be won- 
derfully reversed in tAat day, and we shall look, and 
wonder, and adore. 
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Our task is almost done. We have gone with you, 
reader, through chequered scenes, and have endea- 
voured to open up some phases of life, as it was in the 
century when our Lord walked and talked upon this 
earth. All too faintly and imperfectly we feel we 
have done this, but if, in the perusal of these pages, 
any of our readers have had their faith strengthened, 
their gratitude awakened, their love quickened, and 
their sympathy with Christ's suffering ones stimu- 
lated, we have not laboured in vain. For ourselves, 
it has been a pleasant task to trace the onward pro- 
gress of the religion of Jesus, and if we have suc- 
ceeded in casting any light on this subject we feel 
thankful. Many of the incidents here recorded are 
historical facts, and could have been presented in a 
series of historical chapters ; but to many minds the 
thin disguise of fiction is more attractive, and to many 
more the dry historical account seems repulsive, while 
they will welcome the same information in this form. 
One thing we trust we have accomplished, and if we 
have failed in this we shall have failed indeed : we 
trust we have made many a reader thankful beyond 
expression, that he lives in this glorious day of religious 
freedom, equality, and toleration ; and while we thank 
God for this, let us see to it that we love our Bibles 
no less than did they who suffered for them, and hid 
in dens and caves of the earth. If there be such a 
sentiment in heaven, these martyred ones must, we 
sometimes imagine, envy us our unrestricted enjoy- 
ment of our religious privileges. How, then, shall 
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we meet those who are day and night before the 
throne, if we undervalue or neglect them ? Will it 
not be with the blush of shame rather than with the 
eager joy which should characterise our meeting with 
those who are only as elder brothers and sisters 
" gone on before " ? 

One word more, and we have done. If these noble 
martyr-spirits could press into the kingdom amidst 
imprisonment, torture, and death, how will it fare 
with you if you stand in listless indifference or wilful 
rejection, and refuse to enter therein ? 



THE END. 



Watson & Hazell, Printers, London and Aylesbury* 



